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INTRODUCTION. 



I HAVE placed the name of 

in the title-page of this first reproduction of Diella and the 
related verse-story of The Loue of Dom Diego and Gineura, 
not as simply accepting the ascription of them to him by 
Bibliographers earlier and later, but after a careful and 
critical examination of other two books that bear his name 
in full, viz : 

{d) The Fovntaine of Ancient Fiction. Wherein is liuely 
depictured the Images and Statues of the gods of 
the Ancients, with their proper and perticuler expo- 
sitions. Done out of Italian into English, by Richard 
Linche Gent. London. Printed by Adam Islip 
1599 4° (lOO leaves: British Museum, 1077 and 12.) 
{b) An Historical Treatise of the Travels of Noah Into 
Europe : Containing the first inhabitation and peo- 
pling therof. As also a breefe recapitulation of the 
Kings, Governors, and Rulers commanding in the 
same, euen untill the first building of Troy by Dar- 
danus. Done into English by Richard Lynche, Grent 
Tempo fe figliuola di verita. London, Printed by 
Adam Islip. 1601. 4<> (52 leaves: British Museum, 
300 and 5.) 
I do not think that any one who takes time to study 
these two works will fail to discern the one " Roman hand." 
The line of reading that they indicate is also in accord with 
the Loue of Dom Diego and Geneura^ and title-pages and 
endings have similar scraps of Italian — as was no doubt 
the mode as in Nicholas Breton and others, but noticeably 
with Linche. I do not know that it may not be regarded 
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as ultra-subtle to find a concealed insinuation of the 
Poet's name as being really represented by R. L. in his 
working in of a classical name somewhat ingeniously to set 
forth his passion for " Diella." Such tricks were frequent 
in the period, .even Spenser condescended so to half-veil 
half-reveal actual persons. At any rate I note it here for 
what it is worth, as perhaps a slight clue : — 

^* So wretched I whilst with Lynceus eyes, 
I greedily beheld." (Sonnet XXIL ) 

Returning on the Fountaine of Ancient Fiction^ it will be 
observed that the spelling there is " Linche," while in the 
Historical Treatise it is " Lynche." Such variations were 
common. The Fountaine of Ancient Fiction is dedicated to 
" the right vertuous and well-disposed Gentleman M. Peter 
Dauison, Esquiie" — of whom I can learn nothing. He is 
characterised as a "graue Mecenas" to whom the *' Foun- 
taine" might seem frivolous ; but the Author is wishful "to 
show some degree of gratefulnesse for courtesies received," 
and indeed he continues to Master Dauison this " grateful- 
nesse" — "hath inforced me to aduenture so far vpon your 
acceptance, as to offer this strange-borne child of idlenesse 
unto your fauorable patronage." 

The Epistle to the Reader explains how the work came 
to be published, thus : 

*' This matter now handled was vndertaken suddainly and despatched hastily, 
for which he craueth milder constructions, and in very deed had it not by an 
extraordinary accident happened into the hands of a stranger, it had not now 
(poore father forsaken childe) endured the insupportable tyrannic of lawlesse 
censure. But when I found that it was so far gone and as it were irreuocably 
escaped from out my hands and euen ready to be thrust out naked and clothe- 
lesse into the world, I chose rather to father it and re-entertaine such my 
wandring traveller, and bestow some few lines in his behalf vnto the reader, 
than that so bare a subject should passe in his imperfections vnipistled or not 
befriended with the authors name in such his obscuritie." 

The Historical Treatise — which is packed with "wise 
saws and modern instances," if also with much of mythical 
and unsorted lore — is dedicated " To the Worshipfull my 
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very good freind Master Peter Manwood, Esquire." As this 
Epistle is short, it must find a place herein — 

" Sir, 

Being wholly unfumilht of any other means to teftifie my grate- 
fulneffe for your many kindneffes towards mee, and thinking It unfit that they 
fo long (hould fleepe obfcured or publickly acknowledged I judged it irrequifit 
by dedication of thefe few lines unto you (difabled by Fortune for anie other 
fafhion) to let you know how much I defire to be found thankefuU to an allured 
friend. The matter handled challengeth no great worth, the manner in the 
drefling of it leffe, and yet my endevors to deferve the continuation of your loue, 
not to bee reje<5led : as Time ihall beget a more oportune occafion, my induftrie 
(hall not flacke to apprehend the fame, from which (it may be) may bee produced 
a better-fliaped iflue : till when and ever after I reft 

Yours in all fincere afre<5tion 
and fldelitie, allured 

Richard Lynche." 

The sources of these two matterful and quaint books 
being " foreign languages " seems to confirm the announced 
resolution in his own person at the close of the Loi4e of Dom 
Diego and Gineura to go abroad and there forget his sorrow 
and disappointments and wrongs and unrequited love for 
" Diella." 

Mr. W. C. Hazlitt (Handbook^ sm,) and others have given 
several commendatory poems (all short) by R. L's to Linche. 
They are all before me ; but such giving of " occasional " 
scattered Verses to any one on the mere circumstance of 
answering initials is un-critical and hazardous. I reserve 
for an intended closing Part of this Series of Occasional 
Issues, the results of further research ; and should light 
come I shall gladly therein give the whole, together with a 
few specimens of the Fountaine of Aftcient Fiction and the 
Historical Treatise, I like to believe that our R. L. was 
the R. L. of Richard Barnfield's famous Sonnet, and 
certainly cannot with-hold it, as thus : — 

** To his friend Maister R. L. In praise of 
Musique and Poetrie. 

If Musique and fweet Poetrie agree, 
As they mull needes (the Siller and the Brother) 
Then mull the Loue be great, twixt thee and mee, 
Becaufe thou lou'ft the one, and I the other. 

15 
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Dowland to thee is deare ; whofe heavenly tuch 
Vpon the Lute, doeth rauifh homaine fenfe : 
Spmfer to mee ; whofe deepe Conceit is fuch, 
As paiTing all Conceit, needs no defence. 

Thou lou'ft to heare the fweete melodious found, 
That Phabus Lute (the Queene of Mufique) makes : 
And I in deepe Delight am chiefly drown*d. 
When as himfelfe to Tinging he betakes. 

One God is Grod of Both (as Poets faigne) 

One Knight loues Both, and Both in thee remaine."* 

If it was the " sweet Singer " of Diella who won this high 
tribute and association from such-an-one as the Poet of 
" As it fell upon a day *' he needs no further introduction. 
It is clear that before and in 1596, when Diella, &c., was 
published, the Author was young in years. He tells 
"Diella" not to slay him with disdain in his "budding 
spring," not to " blast him " in the dawn of his life. It 
would also appear that Fortune had not used him over-well 
to 1599 and 1601. This is our sorry little all of biographi- 
cal-memorial. I add a little on the Poems now presented 
to the Reader. 

Passing from sonnet to sonnet in Diella, and from stanza 
to stanza in The Loue of Dom Diego and Gineura, the 
reader is arrested by felicitous epithets and daintily wrought 
bits of description and well-turned apophthegms. Com- 
mencing with page first, we may do worse than glance thus 
over the whole, noting down certain that seem memorable. 
The publisher (Henry Olney) describes Diella as "passionate 
sonnets " (page 3) ; and it will be remarked that the finest 
and most noticeable things are inspired by an undoubt- 
edly real and not merely poetical "passion." The same 
Olney calls the Author a "gallant Gentleman," and again 
this is stamped in the whole tone and graciousness of his 
bearing. There is little or no " splitting of the ears of the 
groundlings " ; no rant or simulated rage. In Sonnet I. 
(page 7) the opening is striking : — 

• From my complete edition (for the first time) of the Poems of Richard 
Bamfield (1876) prepared for the Roxburghe Club, page 189. 
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" When firft the feather*d God did ftrike my hart, 
with fatall and yinedicahle utxmnd^ 
Leauing behind the head of his fell dart, 
my bloodleile body fell vnto the ground.** 

I would specially note " ymedicable/' and in 1. 12 "the 
purple skies," which comes in like the painter's old woman's 
red cloak in a landscape. 

In Sonnet II., Joshua Sylvester is anticipated and rivalled 
in " the azur-color'd Gates of the East," and " each pearle- 
bedewed flower;" and the "scarled-hew'd" sun, and "moone 
pale and sad," recal Sidney, as indeed throughout Astrophel 
and Stella haunt one. Herrick would have clapped hands 
over this : *' Her cheekes are like ripe cherries layd in 
milke" (Sonnet III., p. 9), Surely this is admirable of so 
restless a one as Cupid (Sonnet V., 2): "Stone-still amaz'd" 

Equally happy is such an epithet as this, 

"Autumnes parched leaves." Again Sidneian in its force- 
fulness is this couplet : — 

" Mine eyes are greedy whirlepooles sucking in 
that heauenly faire,*' 

(Sonnet VIII., p. 14), and very pathetic and sweet is this 
pleading at the close of this Sonnet : — 

" Then as thy beauty thus hath conquered mee, 
(Faire) let relenting pitty conquer thee.** 

Picturesque once more is Flora's "spangled gowne" (Sonnet 
X., p. 16), and vivid Cupid's " steele-twig'd rods" (Sonnet 
XI., p. 17) ; the sun "gyuing to mountaynes tincture from 
his ray" (Sonnet XV., p. 22), and almost fierce Sonnet XII., 
p. 18) altogether. Still other epithets strike us as we pass 
onward, e.g.^ "The sun-fcorcht seaman" (Sonnet XVII., 
p. 24), " hart-inchanting beautie " (Ibid) ; and still deeper is 
this of love unreturning : " Loue hath no pittie, mercy, 
nor remorse'' (Sonnet XXL, p. 28). But the "fair face " of 
" Diella " wins him back to gentleness and hope, and again 
he lavishes wealth of praise : — 

" Her cheekes were Roses, layd in christall glaffe, 
her breailes two aples of Hesperides, 
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If er voyot aore fwete titeD fsmoiff Thanuns, 
icnhiiiig doth iritfa Doriqiie meDodies.'' 

The whole of this Sonnet (XXIT.) is most noteworthy, and 
alone should keep Diclla in our literature ; and beade it 
may be placed Sonnets XXIV^ and XXV^ and XXX., 
though the latter be not throughout equal to Sonnet XXII. 
None but a genuine love passion and a genuine anger could 
liave written this : — 

*' In steede of fleep^ (wfaen dacf indoiftred is 
In dnnie prrfon of infemaJl Night) 
WM broad'^waht eya I waile my ma/eries,^ 

(Sonnet XXIX-, p. 36). Equally pasaon-sprung are 
Sonnets XXXIL and XXXIV., if perchance the first ex- 
ceptionally cross the border of modesty, as now we think 
Once more epithets kindle, as, ^^., "new risen Sol his flame- 
like count'nance shewing " (Sonnet XXXIIL, p. 40): *• beheld 
her all-faire shape with begging eye " (Sonnet XXXVI., p. 43 : 
"that so my death may glut her ruthlefle eye" (Sonnet 
XXXVIL, p. 44). 

Turning now to The Loue of Dam Diego afid Gineura^ 
which as the closing Sonnet of Diella and its own dose 
together shew, was meant to be the Poet's own appeal to 
his '^ Diella," the same vein runs through the longer poem, 
and you have only to read the prose as given in Fenton's 
Tragicall Discourses (i^j()) to discern how very little Linche 
is under obligation to him beyond the story. I can only 
record here a few happy lines and wordings, eg. : — 

" Mufmg twixt purple hope and palilh fear." (p. 48, 1. 15.) 

" Like (larres In froftle night fo looke her eyes." (p. 49, L 3.) 

** Came fweeter breath than muflce of Araby." (Ibid, 1. 9.) 

•* Thefe dumbe Embafladors." (p. 50, 1, i.) 

*' Much talk they had w* tongue**, more w* their eyes, 
But (oh) mod with their harts, where true loue lies." (Ibid, IL 5-6.) 

*'The gloomy Curtains of the tongue-lefle night" (p. 51, 1 7«) 

** Nature crau'd reft, but refUcflc Loue would none." Ibid, 1. 11.) 

<* Then loue alTailes the hart with hotefl fight, 
When beauty makes her conqueft at firft fight." (Ibid, IL 17-18.) 
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** Bound to the will of all commanding beauty." (p. 52, 1. 2.) 

" Much eloquence he vfd, twas needles done, 
To win that hart which was already won." (p. 53, 11. 23-4.) 

** Then heauily, and with a dying eye." (p. 54, 1. 19.) 

" That hotteft loue hath foonft the coldf't difdaine, 
And greateil pleafures have their greatefl paine." (p. 56, IL 17-18.) 

" Who neuer goes but with a dead-flowe pace." (p. 60, 1. 21.) 

" Earft, frelh as a new-blowne Rofe, fo aihie wan." (Ibid^ L 24.) 

Women. 
" O had their harts been like vnto their face. 
They fure had been of fome celeflial race." (p. 63, 11. xz-Z2.) 

** All tapeftred with Natures moilie greene." (p. 65, L I4.) 

" Her Venus-fta3ming fece fo wondrous fJEure." (p. 66, L 20.) 

Day 
'* Peepes forth her purple head from out the Eaft." (p. 74, L 20.) 

*' Straight, like a (hooting Comet in the a3rre." (p. 78, 1. 19.) 

Having told the Story of Dom Diego and Gineura and 
their reconciliation and marriage, the Poet oddly tacks on 
to the close these appealing words : — 

" Then [deereft loue] G3meuryze at the laft. 
And I fliall foone forget what ere is paft" (p. 84, 11. 21-2.) 

Soft as tears and real as true weeping is the conclusion. 

In our reproduction, as usual, the text is given in in- 
tegrity from the unique exemplar in the Bodleian. I have 
occasionally accentuated certain words that might else be 
mis-read. A few mis-punctuations will easily correct 
themselves to the student. 

It only remains that I add that in the A thence Can- 
tab, the Messrs. Cooper conjecture, without giving any 
evidence or grounds that the R. L. of Diella, was a 
Richard Lilesse, M.D. (Vol. ii., p. 223). It is most im- 
probable. Further — Roland Linche, or Lynche, an Irish 
Bishop contemporary, is not to be confounded with our 
Richard Linche. 

ALEXANDER B. GROSART. 

St Georgis Vestry ^ 

Blackburn^ 12th December^ 1876, 
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^i^ The stofy of The lurze cf D^m Di^o and Gimaara 
wzs no do'jbt fetched frosi Festoc's Tragiad Disamrses 
(1579). It may intert^ to read a spedinen cf the prose 
and verse of the legend as there£a tcld. The following 
may suffice : — 



tfiefe waSa idOymia^ Tpca. 
wiaeh tbe fireaae of t!ie liaer h&i 
Oh ^KTcd £:::a]ie Fm, and £i:iis Gf d:3 
And yiee oh voodj imiq^hes wbo veq)e ia wsctcbes p£xvBC 
Staj bere joar g^'Ah:g ^^^ record bt ddiifsl zauc, 
hk^e yoa iriiat I deficxiie^ wlioai loral kne hath fyttt, 
A&ft my dried cyt%, wch frcfh fspp^j of vtares, 
Wbofe droppes of dole Iwar droned each fbaov of hs tip 
O ehhf £tfal rajce, doofe vp my Ioadi£beiie jnEuc^ 
Wbofe fitw with longer lyle; gnrrrafeth mj mifhapu 

Not fiure from thcnoe vppoa die he^gbt of a laglie hill vhoe 
bee made enery day his momjng waike at the ryfing of the fbmse 
was a fiiyie and iqnaie platte yeeldjiig at all tjmcs of tibe jeaie a 
pleaiant glee of gieene flowers and other d ei i ing es of the Spring 
in the midle whereof whether It were by die denyfe of nature ft 
cmyons indnftiy of man, woe fome pOIeis fn pp c wly i^ a mafly 
marble, iqnared and hewen comer wyfe accoidii^ to tibe fomme 
of an alter, rppon the which he left this monnment in letters of 
etemsty* 

Thon pillar iquare, 00 whd ere this, the (acred fimies did fry, 
Wifli incenfe to the blafing troane, and maieily <m by^ 
Denieil thee now of royall robes, let royall office pafle. 
And dned with my teares of dole, my (acrifyoe imbracc, 
DiicloTe thy marble breft, and harbonr here fnch playnt 
As neither former tyme hath foud, nor future age fliall taint. 
And ilill difdain in loue, hath forced this prefet wat of breath 
Let here S4)peare how willingly Di^o proneth death. 

Round aboute the brim of the iayd Stone bee wryte thys remembrance 
Thongh froward fate hath forced my griefe. 

And blacke defpayre this deadly payne. 
Yet tyme I truft will bring reliefe. 

When loyal] fayth (hall haue her gayne. 
Till then the flormes of baniftit ilate 

And penauncc in this hermites cell 
Shall try her caufe of wrongful hate 

Whofe malice lo, keepes mee in hell 

And vpon the thin and tender barke of a Beech Ihadyng the entry or dore of his 
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Henuitage moued belyke with fome fodain apprehefid of ioy aboue his cuilome, 

writ this deuyfe. 

I fee thy glory (hyne, with glee of gliftering ihow, 
And thou for beauty flaldei on hygheil feate of (late: 
At lafl fo (halt thou fynd, though now thou Ufl not know, 
That tyme thy plumes wil plucke and age thy hew abate, 
Then vaunt not fo it gayne, that withers with the weede, 
But decke thy garlond with fuch buddes as vertue bloomes 
Els (halt thou reape with fhame, but cockle for thy feede 
• When I moft fure fliall haue my hyer from heauenly doomes. 

(Folios 254 verso, 255 verso,) 

All this is flat and uninspiring enough. 

The following is the title-page in full of Fenton's book : 
" Certaine Tragicall Discourfes writen out of Frenche and 
Latin, by Geffray Fenton no lefle profitable then pleafaunte, 
and of like neceflitie to all degrees that take pleafure in 
antiquityes or forreine reportes. Mon heur viendra. Im- 
printed at London in Fleetftreet nere to Sayncte Dunflans 
Churche by Thomas Marfhe. 1579 4^" The particular 
" Discourse " read by Linche is entitled "A WonerfuU con- 
ftancy in Dom Diego, who for the refpefle of Gineura la 
blonde, vndertooke a hard penaunce upon the mounts 
pyrenei. Where he led the lyfe of an Hermit till he was 
foud out by chauce, by one of his frends, by whofe help he 
recouered both fauour and manage of his cruell Miftres " 
(folios 234-270). 



Diella. 

Certaine Sonnets, adioy- 

ned to the amorous Poeme of 

Dom Diego and Gineura. 

(■ . •) 

By R. L. Qentleman. 
Benballa, ^ chi fortuna fuona. 
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TO THE MOST 

worthily honoured, and ver- 
tuous beautified Lady, the Ladie 
Anne Gleinnham, wife to the moft 
noble, miignnnimioua, and wooithy Knight, 
Sir Henry GUmnkam 
3k. 

?Adam, your many 
[ honourable ver- 
I tues, hauing tyed 
[ mee to your eter- 
nall feruice, to fhewe fome 
part of my dutie, I prefent 
your Ladilhip with a fewe 
paffionate Sonnets, inter- 
A-2 ming 




The Epijlle. 

mingled with the loues of 
Dom Diego and Gineura. 

Daine (gentle Lady) to ac- 
cept them, and therein fhew 
the greatneffe of your benig- 
nitie, in receiuing curteouflie 
a gift of so smal worth, which 
though it cannot any wayes 
equall eyther the number of 
your vertues, or the great nes 
of that noble houfe, whence 
your Ladifhip is difcended, 
impute it not (Madam) to my 
defedl of iudgement, but of 
Fortune, for were I furnifhed 
with the greateft riches that 

blind 



The Epijlle, 

blind Goddeffe could beftow 
on a man of my ftate, both 
they, and I woulde fall pro- 
ftrate at your feete, and euer 
reft at your Ladifhips deuo- 
tion : yet Madam as it is, it is 
a chylde of the Mufes, & ther- 
fore worthy to be cherrifhed, 
conceiued in the braine of a 
gallant Gentleman, & there- 
fore to be fauoured : -fent into 
the worlde by mee, who haue 
euer honoured your Lady- 
fhyp, and therefore craue of 
your Ladifhip to bee protec- 
ted. 



The Epijlle. 

ted, to whom I euer wifhe 
long life, lengthened with all 
honorable happines. 

your Ladifhips in 
all-dutie, 

Henry Olney. 




Sonnet. I. 

AXTHen firft the feather'd God did ftrike my hart, 

with fatall and y medicable wound, 
Leauing behind the head of his fell dart, 

my bloodleffe body fell vnto the ground ; 
And, when with fhame I reinforced my might, 

boldly to gaze on her fo heauenly face, 
Huge flames of fire fhe darted from her light, 

which fince haue fcorcht me in mofl: pitious cafe, 
To quench which heate, an Ocean of teares 

haue gufhed out from forth my red-fwolne eyes, 
But deep-fetch'd fighes this raging flame vpreares, 

and blowes the fparkes vp to the purple fkies. 
Whereat, the Gods afraid that heauen fhould burne, 
Intreated Lmie that I for eVe might mourne. 

B. Soone 
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Sonnet II. 

cOone as the Azur-color*d Gates of th* Eaft, 

were fet wide open by the watchful Mome, 
I walkt abroad, (as hauing tooke no reft) 

(for nights are tedious to a man forlorne,) 
And viewing well each pearle-bedewed flower, 

then waxing dry by fplendour of the funne. 
All fcarled-hew'd I faw him gin to lower, 

and bluih, as though fome haynous a6l were don. 
At this amaz'd, I hy'de me home amaine, 

thinking that I his anger caufbd had ; 
And at his fet, abroad I walkt againe, 

when (loe) the Moone lookt wondrous pale and fad. 
Anger the one, and enuie mou'd the other, 
To fee my loue more faire then Loues faire mother. 

Swift- 
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Sonnet III. 

C Wift-footed Time, looke back, & here mark well 
thofe rare-fliapt parts my pen Ihal now declare: 
My miftres fnow-white fkinne doth much excell 

the pure-foft woU Arcadyan iheepe doe beare; 
Her hayre exceedes gold forc'd in fmalleft wyre, 

in fmaller threds then thofe Arachne fpun ; 
Her eyes are chriftall fountaines, yet dart fire, 

more glorious to behold then Mid-day fun ; 
Her luory front, (though foft as pureft filke) 

lookes like the table of Olympick Joue^ 
Her cheekes are like ripe cherries layd in milke, 

her Alablafter neck the throne of Loue ; 
Her other parts fo farre excell the reft, 
That wanting words, they cannot be expreft. 

B2 What 




Sonnet I II I. 

TTirHat fugred termes, what all-perfwading arte, 
what fweet mellifluous words, what wouding lookes 

Loue vfd for his admittance to my hart ? 

fuch eloquence was neuer read in bookes ; 
He promifd pleafure, reft, and endleffe ioy, 

fruition of the faireft fliee aliue. 
His pleafure paine, reft trouble, ioy annoy, 

haue I fmce found, which me of bliffe depriue ; 
The Troian horfe thus haue I now let in, 

wherein inclofd thefe armM men were placed, 
Bright eyes, faire cheekes, fweet lips, & milk white flcin 

thefe foes my life haue ouerthrown & raz'd. 
Faire outward fhewes, proue inwardly the worft, 
Loue looketh faire, but Louers are accurft. 

The 
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Sonnet V. 

'npHE little Archer viewing well my loue, 

ftone-ftill amazed, admirfed fuch a fight, 
And fwore he knew none fuch to dwell aboue, 

though many faire, none fo confpicuous bright : 
With that inrag'd, (flamigerous as he is) 

he now gan loathe his PJiches louely face, 
And fwore great othes to rob me of my bliffe, 

faying that earth for her was too too bafe ; 
But Cytherea checkt her lordly fonne, 

commanding him to bring no giglet thether, 
Fearing indeed, her amorous fports were done 

with hote-fpur Mars^ if hee fhould once but fee her. 
If then her beauty moue the Gods aboue. 
Let all men iudge if I haue caufe to loue. 

B 3 Mirror 
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Sonnet VI, 

TtJ'Irror of beautie, Natures faireft chyld, 

Empreffe of loue, my harts high-prized lewell, 
Leame of the Dove, to loue and to be milde, 

be not to him that honors thee fo cruell, 
But as the Afpe, deafe, angry, nothing meeke, 

thou wilt not liften to my dolefuU plaint, 
Nor once wilt looke on my difclored cheeke, 

which wanting blood, caufeth me oft to faint ; 
Then filent will I be, if that will pleafe thee, 

yet fo, as in my ftead, each Plaine, each Hill, 
Shall eccho forth my griefe, and thereby eafe mee, 

for I my felfe of fpeaking haue my fill ; 
If Plaines, and Hills, be filent in my paine, 
My death fhall fpeake, and tell what I suftaine. 

When 
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Sonnet VII, 

TTirHe Loue had firft befieg'd my harts strong wal, 

rampaird and countermur'd with chaftitie, 
And had with Ordnance made his tops to fall, 

ftouping their glory to his furquedry, 
I caird a parley, and withall did craue 

fome compofition, or fome friendly peace ; 
To this requeft, he his confent foone gaue, 

as feeming glad fuch cruell warrs fhould ceafe, 
I, (nought miftrufting) opened all the gates, 

yea, lodged him in the Pallace of my hart, 
When (loe) in dead of night he feekes his mates, 

and ihewes each Tray tor how to play his part ; 
With that they fir'de my hart, and thence gan flie, 
Their names, Sweet fmiles, Faire face, & piercing Eye. 

B 4. Like 
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Sonnet VIII. 

T Ike to a Faulcon watching for a flight, 

duly attending his defir^d game, 
Haue I oft watcht and markt to haue a fight, 

of thy faire face exceeding niggard Fame, 
Thyne eyes (thofe Semynaries of my griefe) 

haue been more gladfome to my tyr^d fpright. 
Then naked fauadges receiue reliefe. 

by comfort-bringing warmth of Phoebtis light; 
But when each part fo glorious I had feene, 

I trembled more then Autumnes parched leaues. 
Mine eyes were grdfedy whirlepooles fucking in 

that heauenly faire which me of reft bereaues ; 
Then as thy beauty thus hath conquerd mee, 
(Faire) let relenting pitty conquer thee. 

Blot 
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Sonnet IX. 

"D Lot not thy beautie (faireft) yet vnkinde, 

with cruell vfage of an yeelding hart, 
The ftouteft Captaine fcomes fuch bloody minde, 

then mingle mercy where thou caufedft fmart ; 
Let him not die in his May-fpringing dayes, 

that liuing vowes to honour thee for euer, 
Shine forth fome pitty from thy fun-like rayes, 

that hard froz'd hate may fo diffolue and feuer ; 
Oh, were thou not much harder then a flint, 

thou had'ft ere this been melted into loue. 
In firmeft ftone fmall raine doth make a print, 

but feas of teares cannot thy hardnes moue. 
Then wretched I muft die before my time, 
Blafted & fpoyl^d in my budding prime. 

When 
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Sonnet X. 

TTTHen F/ora vaunts her in her proude array, 

clothing faire Tellus in a fpangled gowne, 
When Boreas furie is exild away, 

and all the Welkin cleer'd from cloudy frowne, 
At that fame time all Natures chyldren ioy, 

trees leaues, flowers bud, plants fpring,& beads increafe, 
Only my foule, furcharg'd w* deep annoy, 

cannot reioyce, nor fighes nor teares can ceafe : 
Onely the grafts of forrow feeme to grow, 

fet in my hart, no other fpring I finde. 
Delights and pleafure are o'regrowne with woe, 

laments and fobs poffeffe my weeping minde ; 
The froft of griefe fo nyps Delight at roote, 
No Sunne but Ihee can do it any boote. 

What 
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Sonnet XL 

TTTHat fhee can be so cruell as my Loue, 
or beare a hart fo pittileffe as ihee ? 
Wh5 loue, lookes, words, teares, prayers doe not moue, 

nor fighes, nor vowes preuaile to pittie mee. 
Shee calls my loue a Synon to her hart, 

my lookes (fhee faith) are like the Crocadyles, 
My words the Syrens fmg with guilefull arte, 

teares, Cyrces flouds, fighes, vowes, deceitful guiles, 
But my poore hart hath no interpreter, 

but loue, lookes, words, teares, prayers, fighes or vowes, 
Then muft it die, fith Ihee my Comforter, 

what ere I doe, nor liketh, nor allowes. 
With Titius thus the vultur Sorrow eats me, 
With fteele-twig'd rods thus tyrant Cupid beats me. 

Thou, 
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Sonnet XII. 

'TpHou, (like the faire-fac'd gold-encouerd booke, 

whofe lines are ftuft with damnM herefies) 
Doft in thy face beare a celeftial looke, 

when in thy hart Hue hell-borne cruelties. 
With poyfenous Toades y^ cleereft fpring's infe£led 

and pureft Launes nought worth if ful of flaines, 
So is faire beauty when true loue's reiefled ; 

when cole-blacke hate within the hart remaines. 
Then loue, (my deere) let that be Methry date 

to ouer come-the venome of difdaine ; 
Be pittifuU, tread downe this killing hate, 

conuert to fugred pleafure, gall-full paine. 
O, fith Difdaine is foe vnto thy Faire, 
Exile him thence, there let him not repaire. 
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Sonnet XIII. 

T Know, within my mouth for bafhfuU feare, 

and dread of your difdaine, my words wii die ; 
I know, I fliall be ftriken dumbe, (my deere) 

with doubt of your vnpittifull reply ; 
I know, when as I fliail before you lie 

proftrate and humble, crauing help of you, 
Miftie afpefls will cloude your fun-bright eye, 

& fcomefuU lookes orefliade your beauties hewe, 
I know, when I fhall pleade my loue fo true, 

fo ftaineleffe, conftant, loyall, and vpright, 
My truthfull pleadings will not caufe you rue 

the ne're-heard (late of my diftreflibd plight. 
I know, when I fliall come with face bedight 

with ftreaming teares, fain fro my fountaine eyes, 

Breathing 




19 



Sonnet XIII. 

11 reathing forth fighes of moft hart-breaking might, 
my teares, my fighs, and me, you will defpife, 
I know, when with the power that in me lyes, 

and all the prayers and vowes that woman moue, 
I fhall in humbleft mercy-mouing wife 

intreate, befeech, defire, and beg your loue, 
I know, (fweet mayden) all will not remoue 

flynt-harted rigour from your rocky bread. 
But all my meanes, my fute, and what I proue, 

proues bad, and I muft Hue in all vnreft. 
Dying in life, and liuing ftill in death. 
And yet nor die, nor drawe a life-like breath. 

When 
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Sonnet XIIII. 

TTI7He broad-fac'd riuers turne vnto their foutains 

and hungry Wolues deuour^d are by Sheep, 
When Marine Dolphins play on fnow-tipt Mountains 

& foule-form'd Beares do in y« Ocean keep, 
Then ihall I leaue to loue, and ceafe to burne 

in thefe hot flames wherein I now delight, 
But this I knowe, the Riuers ne*re returne, 

nor filly Sheep with rauening Wolues dare fight. 
Nor Dolphins leaue the Seas, nor Beares the woods, 

for Nature bids them all to keepe their kind, 
Then eyes, rayne forth your ouer-fwell^d floods, 

till drowned in fuch Seas may make you blind : 
Then (harts delight) fith I muft loue thee euer, 
Loue me againe, and let thy loue perfeuer. 

No 
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Sonnet XV. 

i^O fooner leaues Hyperion Thetis bed, 

and mounts his coach to poft from thence away, 
Richly adorning faire Leucotheas head, 

gyuing to mountaynes tin£lure from his ray: 
But ftraight I rife, where I could find no reft, 

where vifions and fantafies appeare, 
And when with fmall adoo my body's dreft ; 

abroad I walke to thinke vpon my deere ; 
Where vnder vmbrage of fome agfed Tree, 

with Lute in hand I fit and (fighing) fay, 
Sweete Groues tell forth with Eccho what you fee : 

good Trees beare witnes who is my decay. 
And thou my foule, fpeake, fpeake, what reft I haue> 
When each our ioyes difpayre doth make me raue. 

But 
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Sonnet XVI. 

l^Vt thou my deere fweet-founding Lute be ftill, 

repofe thy troubled firings vpon this moffe, 
Thou haft full often eafd me gainft my will, 

lye down in peace, thy fpoile were my great loffe, 
He fpeake inough of her, (too cruell) hart, 

enough to mooue the ftonie Rocks to ruth. 
And caufe thefe trees weepe tears to heare my fmart 

though (cruell fhe) will not once way my truth. 
Her face is of the pureft white and red, 

her eyes are chriftall, and her haire is gold, 
The world for ftiape with garlands crown her head. 

And yet 'a Tygrefle hart dwells in this mold : 
But I muft loue her (Tigreffe) too too much, 
Forc'd muft I loue, becaufe I finde none fuch. 

C. The 
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Sonnet XVII. 

'T^He fun-fcorcht Sea-man when he fees the Seas 

all in a furie hoife him to the fkye, 
And throwe him down againe (as waues do pleafe) 

(fo chaftd clouds from Eols maftiues flye) 
In fuch diftreffe prouideth with great fpeede 

all meanes to faue him from the tempefts rage, 
Hee ftiewes his wit in fuch lyke time of neede, 

the big-fwolne billowes furie to affwage ; 
But foolifli I, although I fee my death, 

and feele her proud difdayne too feelinglie. 
Which me of all felicitie bereaueth, 

yet feeke no meanes t' efcape this miferie : 
So am I charm'd with hart-inchaunting beautie. 
That ftill to waile I thinke it is my dutie. 

Cupid 
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Sonnet XVIII. 

/^ Vpid had done fome heynous a£l or other, 

that cauf d Idalea whip him very fore ; 
The ftubborne Boy away runs from his Mother, 

protefting ftoutly to retume no more ; 
By chance I met him, who defir'd reliefe, 

and crau'd that I fome lodging would him giue, 
Pittying his lookes which feem^d drown'd in griefe, 

I tooke him home there thinking hee ftiould Hue, 
But fee the Boy : enuying at my lyfe, 

which neuer forrowe, neuer loue had tailed, 
Hee rays'd within my hart fuch oncouth ftryfe, 

that with the fame my body now is wafted : 
By thankleffe Loue, thus vilely am I vfed. 
By vfmg kindnes, I am thus abufed. 

C 2 When 





Sonnet XIX. 

T^Hen night returnes backe to his vgly mantion, 
& cleer-fac'd morning makes her bright vprife, 
In forowes depth, I murmur out his caution, 

(fait teares diftiUing from my dewy eyes) 
O thou deceitful Somnus God of Dreames, 

ceafe to afflift my ouer-pain^d fpright 
With vayne illufions, and idle Theames, 

thy fpells are falfe, thou canft not charme aright, 
For when in bed I thinke t* imbrace my loue, 

(inchaunted by thy magique fo to thinke) 
Vaine are my thoughts, tis empty ayre I proue, 

that ftill I waile, till watching make mQ winke : 
And when I \^inke I wifti I nere might wake, 
But fleeping carryed to the Stigian Lake. 

The 
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Sonnet XX. 

^HE ftrongeft Pyne that Queene Feronia hath, 

gfrowing within her woody Emperie, 
Is foone throwne downe by Boreas windy wrath, 

if one roote onely his fupporter be, 
The talleft Ship that cuts the angry Wane, 

and plowes the Seas of Sattirnes fecond funne ; 
If but one Anchor for a ioumey haue, 

when that is loft gainft euery Rocke doth runne ; 
I am that Pyne (faire loue) that Ship am I, 

and thou that Anchor art and roote to me,' 
If then thou faile, (oh faile riot) I muft die, 

and pyne away in endleffe miferie : 
But words preuaile not, nor can fighs deuife, 
To mooue thy hart, if bent to tyrannize. 

C 3. as 
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Sonnet XXI. 



X ^!S34-«*t 



A S winters rage young plants vnldndly fpilleth, 

as haile greene Come, and lightning iloures perifli, 
So mans decay, is loue, whofe hart it killeth, 

if in his foule hee carefully it cherrifh ; 
O how alluringly he offers grace, 

and breathes newe hope of lyfe into our thought, 
With chcerfull, pleafant, (yet decitfuU) face 

he creepes, §1: fawnes, till in his net w'are caught, 
Then, when he fees vs Captiues by him led, 

and sees vs proftate humbly crauing helpe. 
So feirce a Lyon Lybia neuer bred, 

nor Adders fting, nor any Tigreffe whelpe : 
Oh bleft be they that neuer felt his force, 
Loue hath nor pittie, mercy, nor remorfe. 

Looke 
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Sonnet XXII. 



T Ooke as a Bird, through fweetnes of the call 






doth cleane forget the fowlers guilefuU trap ; 
Or one that gazing on the ftarres doth fall 

in fome deepe pit bewayling his mifhap ; 
So wretched I, whilft with Lynceus eyes, 

I greedily beheld her Angels face, 
Was ftraight intangled with fuch fubtilties, 

as euer fince I liue in wofuU cafe ; . 
Her cheekes were Rofes, layd in chriftall glaffe, 

her breaftes two aples of Hefperides, 
Her voyce more fweete then famous TJiamiraSy 

reuiuing death with dorique mellodies : 
I harkning fo to this attractiue call, 
Was caught, and euer fmce haue liu'd in thrall. 

My 
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Sonnet XXIII. 

TiyrY lyues preferuer, hope of my harts blifle, 

when fhall I know the doome of life or death, 
Hells fearefuU torments eafier are then this 

foules agonie, wherein I now doe breath, 
If thou would'ft looke, this my teare-ftaynfed face, 

dreery, and wan, far diffring from it was, 
Would well reueale my moft tormentfuU cafe 

and fhewe thy faire, my griefe as in a glaffe : 
Looke as a Deere late wounded very fore, 

among the Heard full heauely dooth feede, 
So do I lyue : expe£ling euermore, 

when as my wounded hart ftiold ceafe to bleede : 
How patient then would I endure the fmart. 
Of pitchy countnanc'd Deaths dead-doing dart 

When 
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Sonnet XXIIII. 

TTirHen leaden-hartcd fleepe had (hut mine eyes, 
and clofe oVedrawn their windolets of light, 
Whofe watrynes the fire of griefe fo dries, 

that weep they could no longer, fleep they might, 
Mee thought, I funke downe to a poole of griefe, 

and the (me thought) fuch finking much did pleafe me 
But when I downe was plung'd pafl al reliefe, 

with flood-fiird mouth I call'd y*fome wold eafeme 
Whereat (me thought) I faw my deerefl loue, 

(fearing my drowning) reach her hand to mine. 
Who puird fo hard to get me vp aboue, 

that with the pull fleepe did forfake mine eyne : 
But when awakt I fawe tVas but a dreame, 
I wifht t*had flept and perrifht in that flreame. 

Rough 
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Sonnet XXV. 

n Oughflormes haue caltnes^loptboughes dogrowagaine^ 

the naked winter is recloth'd by fpring, 
No yeare fo drie, but there doth fall fome raine, 

Nature is kind (faue me) to euery thing, 
Onely my griefes do neuer end nor ceafe, 

no ebb doth foUowe my ftill-flowing teares, 
My fighes are ftormes which neuer can appeafe 

their furious blaftes procured by endleffe cares, 
Then fighes and fobs, tell Tantalus he's bleft, 

goe flye to Titius tell him he hath pleafure, 
So tell Ixion though his wheele ne're reft, 

their paines are fports impofbd with fome meafure 
Bid them be patient, bid them looke on me, 
And they ftiall fee the Map of miferie. 

The 
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Sonnet XXVL 

'npHE love-hurt hart which Tyrant Cupid wounds, 

proudly infulting o're his conquered pray, 
Doth bleede a frefli where pleafure moft abounds, 

for mirth and mourning alwayes make a fray. 
Looke as a Bird fore bruz^d with a blowe, 

(lately deuiding notes moft fweetly (inging) 
To heare her fellowes how in tunes they flowe, 

dothdroope&pine,asthoughher knel were ringing. 
The heauie-thoughted Pryfner full of doubt, 

dolefully fitting in a clofe-barr'd cage, 
Is halfe contented, till hee looketh out, 

he fees each free, then ftormes he in rage ; 
The fight of pleafure trebleth euery payne, 
As fmall Brooks fwell and are inrag^d with rayne. 

The 
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Sonnet XXVII. 

nr HE heauens Herrald may not make compare 
of working words which fo abound in thee, 
Thy hony-dewed tongue exceedes hir far, 

in fweete difcourfe, and tuneful! mellodie, 
Th' amber-color'd treffe which Berenice 

for her true-Iouing Ptholomeus vow'd. 
Within Idaleas sacred Aphrodice, 

is worth-lefle with thy lockes to be allow'd, 
To thee my thoughts are confecrate (deere loue) 

my words & phrafes bound to pleafe tliine eares, 
My lookes are fuch as any hart could moue, 

I ftill foUicit thee with fighes and teares ; 
O let not hate eclypfe thy beauties fhine, 
Then none would deeme thee earthly, but deuine. 

Weary 
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Sonnet XXVIII. 

'fTITEarie with feruing where I nought could get, 
I thought to croffe great Neptunes greateft Seas, 
To lyue in exile ; but my drift was let, 

by cruel Fortune fpightfuU of fuch eafe. 
The Ship I had to paffe in, was my minde, 

greedie defire was topfaile of the fame, 
My teares were furges, fighes did feme for winde, 

of all my Ship difpayre, was cheifeft frame, 
Sorrowe was Maifter, care the cable rope, 

griefe was the maine Maft, Loue the Captaine of it, 
He that did rule the helme, was foolifli hope, 

but beautie was the Rocke that my (hip fplit : 
Which fmce hath made fuch shipwrack of my ioy, 
That ftill I fwim th' Ocean of aniioy. 

Ceafe 
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Sonnet XXIX. 

/^Eafe eyes to cherrifti with ftil-flowing teares 
the almofl withered rootes of dying griefe, 
Dry vp your running Brooks, & dam your meares, 

and let my body die for moift reliefe, 
But death is deaffe, for well he knowes my paine, 

my flakeleffe payne hells horror doth exceede, 
There is no hell fo blacke as her difdaine 

whence cares, figbes, forrowes, and all griefes do breed. 
In fteede of fleep, (when day incloiftred is 

in duftie pryfon of infernall Night) 
With broad-wakt eyes I waile my miferies, 

and if I winke, I feare fome vgly fight ; 
Such fearefull dreames do haunt my troubled mind, 
My Loue's the caufe, caufe fhee is fo vnkind. 

Hee 
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Sonnet XXX. 

TjEe that can count the candles of the fkie, 

reckon the Sands whereon Pactolus flowes, 
Or number nomberleffe fmall Attomie, 

what ftrange, & hideous monfters Nilus fliowes, 
What mifliapt Beafts vaft Affrica doth yield, 

what rare-form*d fifhes lyue in th* Ocean, 
What coloured flowers doe grow in Tempes field, 

how many houres are fince the world began, 
Let him, none elfe, gyue iudgement of my griefe, 

let him declare the beauties of my Loue, 
And hee will fay my paines pafle all reliefe, 

and hee will iudge her for a Saint aboue ; 
But as thofe things ther's no man can vnfolde, 
So, nor her faire, nor my griefe may be tolde. 

Faire 
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Sonnet XXXII. 

npHe laft fo fweet, fo balmy, fo delicious, 

lips, breath,& tongue, which I delight to drinke on 
The firft fo faire, fo bright, fo purely precious, 

Brow, eyes, & cheeks, which ftil I ioy to think on 
But much more ioy to gaze, and aye to looke on, 

thofe lilly rounds w« ceafeles hold their mouing, 
From whence my prifoned eyes would nere be gon 

which to fuch beauties are exceeding louing ; 
O, that I might but preffe theyr dainty fwelling, 

and thence depart to which muft now be hidden. 
And which my crimfon verfe abftaines fro telling, 

becaufe by chaft eares I am fo forbidden ; 
There in the chriftall-pauid vale of pleafure. 

Lies locked vp a world of richeft treafure. 

D. Thinking 
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Sonnet XXXIII. 

'T'Hlnking to clofe my ouer-watchid eyes, 

and flop the fluce of their vnceffant flowing, 
I layd me downe when each one gan to rife, 

(new-rifen Sol his flame-like cout'nance fhewing) 
But griefe, though drowfie euer, yet neuer fleepes, 

but ftill admits frefli entercourfe of thought, 
Duly the paflage of each houre he keepes, 

nor would he fuffer me with fleepe be caught, 
Some broken flumbers Morpheus had lent, 

who greatly pittied my want of reft. 
Whereat my hart a thoufand thanks him fent, 

and vow'd to feme him he was ready preft ; 
Let reftlefle nights, daies, howres, doe their fpight, 
He loue her ftill, and loue for me (hall fight. 

Why 
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Sonnet XXXIIII. 

TXTHy should a Maydens hart be of that proofe 
as to refift the fharpe-point'd darte of loue. 
My Miftres eye kills ftrongeft man aloofe 

mee thinks he*s weak that cannot quaile a Done 
A lonely Done, fo faire and fo diuine, 

able to make what Cynick fo e're liueth, 
Vpon his knees to b^ of her bright eyne 

one fmiling looke, which life fro death reuiueth 
The frozen hart of cold ZenocrateSy 

had beene diffoluM into hote defire, 
Had Phryne call fuch fun-beames from her eyes, 

(fuch eyes are caufe that my hart flames in fire.) 
And yet with patience I muft take my woe, 
In that my deereft loue will have it fo. 

D 2 End 
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Sonnet XXXV. 

U^Nd thys enchauntment (Loue) of my defires, 

let me no longer languifli for thy loue, 
loy not to fee mee thus confume in fires, 

but let my cruell paines thy hard hart moue, 
And now at laft, with pittifuU regard, 

eye me thy Louer, lorne for lack of thee, 
Which dying, Hues in hope of fweet reward, 

which hate hath hetherto with-held from me, 
Conftant haue I been, ilill in fancie fail, 

ordayn'd by heauens to dote vpon thy faire. 
Nor will I e're, fo long as life fhall laft, 

fay any's fairer, breathing vitall ayre ; 
But when the Ocean fands (hall lye vnwet. 
Then (hal my foule to loue thee (Deere) forget. 

Long 




42 



Sonnet XXXVI. 

T Ong did I wifli before I could attaine, 
the lookt for fight I fo defir'd to fee, 
Too foone at laft I faw what bred my baine, 

and euer fince hath fore tormented mee ; 
I fawe her felfe, whom had I neuer feene, 

my wealth of bliife had not been turn'd to baile 
Greedy regard of her, my harts fole Queene, 

hath chang'd my fommers fun, to winters haile 
How oft haue I, fince that firft fatall howre, 

beheld her all-faire Ihape with begging eye, 
Till fliee (vnkind) hath kild me with a lowre, 

and bad my humble-fuing lookes, looke by. 
O pitty mee (faire Loue) and higheft fame 
Shall blazM be in honour of thy name, 

D 3 Did 
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Sonnet XXXVIL 

T\ld I not loue her as a Louer ought, 

with pureft zeale, and faithfulnes of hart, 
When (hee had caufe to fet my loue at nought, 

and I had well deferu'd to feele this fmart, 
But holding her fo deerely as I doe, 

as a rare lewell of mod high efteeme, 
Shee moil vnkindly wounds and kills me, fo 

my nere-ftain'd troth moft caufeles to mifdeeme, 
Neuer did one account of woman more, 

then I of her, nor euer woman yet, 
Refpefled leffe, or held in leffer ftore 

her Louers vowes, then (hee by mine doth fet. 
What refteth then, but I difpaire and die. 
That fo my death. may glut her ruthlefle eye. 

Harken 
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Sonnet XXXVIII. 

OArken awhile {Dielld) to a ftorie, 

that tells of beauty, loue, and great difdaine, 
The laft, caufd by fufpect ; but (hee was forry 

that tooke that caufe, true loue fo much to paine, 
For when (he knew his faith to be vnfained, 

fpotles, fincere, moft true, and pure vnto her, 
Shee ioy'd as if a kingdome fhee had gained, 

and lou'd him now as when he firft did woo her. 
I nere incurd fufpition of my truth, 

(faireft Dielld) why wilt thou be cruell } 
Impofe fome end to vndeferu^d ruth, 

and learne by others how to quench hates fuell. 
Reade all, my Deere, but chiefly marke the end. 
And be to mee, as fhee to him, a friend. 

D4 The 
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THE LOVE OF DOM 

* 

Diego and Gyneura. 

In Cathehygne^ o'repeered by Pyren Mountaines, 
(a Prouince feated in the Bail of Spaine, 

Famous for hunting fports & cleereft fountains) 
A young heroyck gallant did remaine ; 

Hee, Signior Dom Diego had to name. 

Who for his conftant faith had got fuch fame. 



Nature had tryde her deepeft (kill on him, 

(for fo the heauen-borne powers had her defired) 

With fuch perfeflion framfed fliee each lim, 
that at her owne worke (hee herfelfe admired. 

Maieftick I(me gave him a Princely gjrace, 

Apollo wit, and Venus gave his face. 

This loue-fome youth, kind Natures faireft child, 
what for his beautious loue-alluring face, 

And for he was fo gracious and fo milde, 
was deem'd of all to be of heauenly race ; 

Men honord him, and Maydens gaue him loue. 

To make him famous Men and Maydens ftroue. 

Hunting 
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The loue of 

4^ Hunting he lou'd, nor did he fcome to loue, 

(a truer-Iouing hart was neuer knowne) 
Which well his Miftres cruelly did proue, 

whofe caufelefle rigor Fame abroad hath blowne. 
But now lets tell, how hee on hunting went, 
And in what fports fuch pleafant time he fpent. 

Soone as the funne had left his watry bed, 
(blufhing for fhame that he fo long had flept) 

Reuiuing thofe which dufkie night made dead, 
when for his welcom Lambes on mountains lept 

Vp ftarts DiegOy and with flirill-voyc'd home. 

Tells hounds & huntfmen of a cleere-fac'd mome. 

Cloth'd all in Greene, {Syluanus lyuery) 
he wore a low-crown'd hat of fineft filke, 

Whofe brim turnd vp, was faftned with a Ruby, 
and vndemeath, a Pearle as white as milke, 

A (leeueles coate of Damafke, richly laced 

With Indian pearle, as thicke as could be placed. 

A gliilring Cutlax pendent by his fide, 

(he much eileem'd y^ beail-difmembring blade) 

And halfe-leg'd Buflcins curioufly ytide 
with loopes of burniflit gold full finely made. 

Thus goes Diego, chiefeil of his name, 

With filuer-headed fpeare to finde fome game. 

Long 
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Dom Diego & Gyneura. 

Long while it was ere any fport began, 
at laft a Hart his big-growne homes did fliew, 

Which (winding ftraight the huntfmen) gan to run 
as faft as arrow from a Parthyan bow : 

(In whofe purfute by wil of powreful Fates) 

Diego loft himfelfe, and all his mates. 

Left thus alone in midft of vnknowne place, 

he inuocates the fauourable ayde 
Oi Ariadne, who with fmaleft lace, 

freed Monfter-kilHng Thefeus, fo difmaid ; 
In worfer Laborinth did he now remaine, 
For none faue trees or beafts, could heare him plain. 

In thefe Meanders, ftragling heere and there, 
goes faire Diego, liftning to each found, 

Mufmg twixt purple hope, and palifh feare, 
he thought to reft him (wearied) on the ground. 

But fee, he heares a farre fome forcfed noyfe, 

A home, a hound, or els fome human voyce. 

With that, Defire which fcornes leaft tedious let, 

direfted him vnto that very place, 
Where loe to hunt the tymerous Hare, were met 

as Knights, fo Ladies, iitteft for that chafe : 
Mongft which, there came a Grace of heauely faire. 
Her name Gyneura, with the golden hayre. 

Her 
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The loue of 

12 Her hayre of fuch corrufcant glitterous fhine, 
as are the fmalleft ftreames of hotteft funne, 
Like ftarres in froftie night, fo looke her eyne, 

within whofe Arches Chriftall fprings doe run, 
Her cheekes faire fliow of pureft Porphyrie, 
Full curioufly were typt with rofeall die. 

Her lips like ripened Cherries feem'd to be, 
from out whofe concaue Corrall-feeming Fount, 

Came fweeter breath then mufke of Araby, 
whofe teeth y« white of blanched pearle furmount, 

Her neck the lillies of Lyguria 

Did much exceed ; Thus looked fayre Gyneura. 

Thefe Dryades Diego then befpake, 
with fugred tearmes of mildeil curtefie. 

And crau'd to know which way he beft might take 
with fhorteft cut, to fuch a Signiory, 

Whereat he nam'd himfelfe ; when prefently 

The Ladies knew him (as a Neighbour by.) 

Gynetiras Mother (cheefe of all the reft) 
(for that fhe knew his birth and his difcent) 

Defir'd him home ; he grants her fuch requeft, 
and thanks the Fates that him fuch hap had lent. 

For ftill on faire Gyneura were his eyes, 

And fhee reciprocally on his replyes. 

Thefe 



50 



Dom Diego & Gyneura. 

Thefedumbe Embaffadors, Loues chiefe combatants 
tell (foftly whifpring in each others hart) 

Her of humble feruice ; him of acceptance ; 
his craued loue, hers wiflit they nere might part. 

Much talk they had w* tongues, more w* their eyes, 

But (oh) moft with their harts, where true loue lies. 

Now where they come whereas the good old Lady 
might boldly welcome her inuited gueft, 

Where after little talke, (Hunters are hungry) 
they all fat downe vnto a foone-made feaft ; 

The Louers fed on glaunces of their eyes, 

Tis heauenly food when both do fympathize. 

At laft, the Lady of the houfe efpied 

the intercourfe of thofe bright Meffengers, 

Who inwardly reioycing, as faft plied 
hers on her daughter, fitteft Harbengers, 

To bid her keepe the faireft and the beft 

Place in her hart, to entertaine this gueft. 

Word back againe was fent by her faire light, 
how that was done already ; and replied, 

The Land-lord o're his Tennant hath fuch might, 
that he to enter in is nere denied. 

I, in a little corner of my hart 

Doe Hue, (quoth (he) he hath the greateft part. 

Diego 
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Sic Diego wiflit thys fupper nere would end, 

(and yet he longf d to be in priuate place, 
To ruminate vpon his faireft friend, 

and to recount the beauties of her face) 
So wilht Gyneura^ were neuer fuch two. 
That lou'd fo deerely as thefe Louers doe. 

The gloomy Curtaines of the tongue-leffe night, 
were drawne fo clofe as day could not be feene. 

Now leaden-thoughted Morphetis dyms each fight, 
now, murder, rapes, and robberies begin : 

Nature crau'd reft, but reftleffe Loue would none, 

DiegOj Loues young prentice, thus gan mone. 
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Ohheauens,whatnew-foundegriefespoffeffemymind, 
what rare impafTionated fits be thefe ? 

Cold-burning Feuers in my hart I find, 
whofe oppofite effefts worke mee no eafe. 

Then loue afTailes the hart with hoteft fight. 

When beauty makes her conqueft at firft fight 

I little dreamed of thys ftrange euent, 

(this harts-inthraller, mindes-difturbing Loue, 

When with my Huntfmen to the woods I went. 
Oh neere till now did I his greatnes proue, 

Whofe firft impreffion in the Louers hart, 

Till then nere tainted, bringeth deepeft fmart. 

Thus 
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Dom Diego & Gyneura. 

Thus lay Diego tofling in his bed, 

bound to the will of all commaunding beauty, 
Whom angry Cupid now in tryumph led, 

expefting from his flaue all seruile duty, 
Hee might have freed his pryfoner fo difmaid. 
For fighes and grones had double ranfome paide. 

In like extreames, (Loue loues extremity) 
did faire Gyneura paiTe the long-thought night, 

Shee railed againfl: fell Cupids crueltie, 
that fo would tyrannize oVe a Maydens fpright. 

There needes no blowes, quoth fhe, when foes doe yield, 

Oh ceafe, take thou the honor of the field 

The valiant Greekes (faire Ilyons fatall Foes) 
their tedious ten yeres fiedge for Spartaes Queen 

Nere thought fo long ; (yet long it was) as thofe 
loue-fcorcht enamored (fo reftles) now ween 

This night to be ; A night if fpent in care, 

Seemes longer then a thoufand pleafant are. 

Thus lay they fleepleffe, thoughtfuU, euer thinking 
on fluggifli humor of expedled Morne, 

They thought that Louers eyes were neuer winking 
nor fleepe they e're in whom Loues newly borne. 

Hee vow'd, when day was come, to woo his deere, 

Shee fwore fuch wooing (he would gladly heare. 

At 
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,^ At laft, the guyder of the fine Coach, 
drying his locks wet in Eurotas iloud, 
Gan refalute the world with bright approch, 

angry he feem'd, for all his face was blood : 
Auroraes haft had made him looke fo red, 
For loath he was to leaue faire Thetis bed. 

Scarce were his horfes put in readines, 
and he himfelfe full mounted on his feate, 

When Dom Diego full of heauines, 

abroade did walke, his night talke to repeate : 

Some two howres fpent, he in againe retires, 

And fees his Miftres, whom he now admires. 

Whereat inflam'd, (loue brookes no bafe delay, 
whofe fruite is danger) whofe reward is paine, 

With fine-fil'd termes he giues her the good day, 
and blulhing, fhe returns it him againe. 

Endimeens blulh her beauty did eclypfe, 

His caufd by Cynthiaes^ hers Adonis lyps. 

Boldly encouraged by her milde afpedl, 
he told her that which Louers vfe to tell. 

How he did Hue by her faire ty^s refleft, 
and how his hart in midft of hers did dwell : 

Much eloquence he vfd, twas needles done, 

To win that hart which was already won. 

Nere 
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Ne're did the dungeon thiefe condemned to dye 
with greater pleafure heare his pardon read, 

Then did Gyneura heare his Oratorie, 
(of force fufficient to reuiue the dead) 

Shee needes muft yield ; for fure he had the Art, 

With amorous heate to fixe Dianaes hart 

Thefe Louers (thus in this both-pleafing parly) 
were interrupted by Geneuraes Mother 

Who newly vp, (age feldome ryfeth early) 
gan ftraight falute her gueft, fo did he her : 

Some termes of kindnes mutually paft, 

Shee friendly leades him in, to breake his fad. 

Which done, (as all good manners did require) 
he thankt his Hoftis for her curtefie. 

And now at length went home for to retire, 
where hee was looked for fo earneftly. 

The Lady crau'd if ere hee came that way. 

To fee her houfe, and there to make fome ftay. 

Then heauily, and with a dying eye, 
(ioyleffe) hee takes his leaue of his faire Loue, 

Who for to fauour him, full gracioufly, 
with louing countenance gaue to him her Gloue. 

Keepe this (quoth (hee) till better fortune fall. 

My Gloue, my Loue, my hand, my hart, and all. 

E. At 
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* 

3& At this large offer, balhfuU modeftie, 

with pure Vermilion ftain'd her all faire face, 
So lookt Calyjlone at her great bellie, 

when chaft Ilythia fpi'd her in fuch cafe ; 
Let Louers iudge how grieuous tis to part, 
From two, twixt whom, there lyueth but one hart 

Nowe is hee gone, who after little trauelL 
attained his house [not pleafmg thought defired] 

At whofe late abfence each one much did maruell, 
but [come] at his fad lookes they more admired. 

Great Cupids power, fuch fadnes in him bred, 

Who [erft] all louing harts in tryumph led. 

One month [confum'd in penfiuenes] expir'd ; 

to recreate and reuiue his tyrfed fpright, 
Hee now on hunting goes, which hee defir'd, 

not for the [once well-pleafmg] fports delight ; 
But for he might fome fit occaffion finde. 
To fee his Loue, on whom was all his minde. 

Where being come [fuppofe his fports prou'd bad] 
Gyneura gaue him welcome from her hart. 

The Sea-toft Lord of Ithica ne're had, 
after his twentie yeares turmoile and fmart, 

More ioyfull welcome by his conftant wife 

Then had Diego from his loue, his lyfe. 

Two 
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Two dayes he ftay'd, whence he would ne're depart 
but cuftome wil'd that he fhould now returne, 

Yet though he went he left with her his hart, 
which for their parting heauily gan mourne, 

But far worfe newes had it poore hart to greeue, 

In that Gyneura would fo foon beleeue. 

For fooner was hee not departed thence 
but ftraight there comes a Riuall of his Loue, 

Who vnder true fidellities pretence 

wrought wonderous hard Diego to remoue, 

Nor could at firft his oaths or vowes preuaile, 

To make Gyneuraes loue one whit to faile. 

For yet they lyu'd faft bound in Fancies chaines, 
ftryuing to paffe each other in pure loue, 

But [as there's nothing that for aye remaines 
without fome change,] fo do thefe Louers proue, 

That hotteft loue hath foon*ft the cold'ft difdaine, 

And greateft pleafures, haue their greateft paine. 

For now no longer could fliee fo perfeuer, 
fhee turnes to deadly hate her former kindnes, 

Which ftill had lafted ; but that nature euer 
ftrikes into womens eyes fuch dim-fight blindnes, 

And fuch obdurate hardnes in their harts, 

They fee, nor knowe, nor trueft loues defarts. 

E 2 Gyneura 
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AA- Gyneura this confirmes againft her Louer, 

whom now [all guiltlefle] flie condemnes to die, 
That in his deede or^thought did nere offend her 

vnleffe by louing her fo wondrous deerelie : 
Such Loue, fuch hate, fuch lyking, fuch difdaine, 
Was neuer knowne in^one^hart to remaine. 

Thus twas ; Diego had an enemie, 

[immortall vertue euer lincked is, 
With that pale leane-fac'd meager-hewed enuie] 

who fecretly [fo falfely] tells his Mis. 
How fhee was mockt ; Diego loued another, 
And florm'd &rag'd,what madnes fo fhould moue her 

To dote on him that elfe where fets his Loue, 
hee makes you think [quoth he] what ere he lift ; 

That this is true, you eafily may proue 
for ftill he weares her fauour on his fift, 

A Hawke it is ; which Ihee [fo flands the Mart] 

Giues him, he you faire words, but her his hart. 

With this incenft, [that fex will foone beleeue] 
fooneft when enuies broode to them difplay it, 

I'ft true [quoth fhee] for true loue doth he giue, 
fuch fmooth-fac'd flattry, doth he thus repay it ? 

Shee neuer fcan'd the truth of this her griefe, 

Loue in fuch cafes, is of quicke beliefe. 

Her 
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Her loup to him was neuer halfe fo great, 
[though once fhee lou'd him] as is now her hate, 

This Momus breath [like bellowes] to her heate, 
did kindle firie coales of hote debate. 

Hee plyes her ; and exafperates his fpight, 

And fweares, and vowes, hee tells her but the right. 

Shee pike a franticke Froe of Theffaly 
madded with Bacchus brayne-diftempring liquor] 

Runs here, and there, exclayming furioufly 
with hideous, vncouth mind-affrighting terror. 

Swearing reuenge on falfe Diegoes head, 

Whofe lying lookes in her fuch madnes bred. 

Wherewith Ihee inuocates great Nemefisy 

and begs the power of her deitie, 
Shee tells her cafe, to luftice-doing Themis, 

and Ihewes how Ihee is wronged mightily. 
Shee leaues no power vnfought for, or vnpraide. 
That vfe to helpe diftreffed with their aide. 

Wronged Diego [little this fufpedling] 

now thought it time to fee his deereft faire. 

And [other matters of import neglefting,] 
hee prefently to her makes his repaire. 

Where being come, fuch welcome he did finde, 

As at the firft did much difturbe his minde. 

For 
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S^ For faire Geneura would not now be feene, 

file fent him word fhe fcorn'd his fauning flattrie, 

And much did greeue, that fhee fo fond had beene, 
to yield her hart to fuch deceitfuU battrie : 

Bid him [quoth fhee] goe flatter where he lifl, 

I like not I, that fauour on his fifl. 

Such hap it was, Diego then had brought 
his Hawke ; [the author of this fell debate] 

Which well confirmed her euer doubtfuU thought, 
that nowe fhee was refolu'd on deadly hate : 

Bid him [quoth fhe] depart hence from my fight, 

His loath-fome prefence brings me irkfome fpight 

Twas hard ; that he whofe loue was neuer tainted 
whofe fmcere faith was kept inuiolate, 

Nay, in whofe face all truefl loue was painted, 
fhould for his fpotleffe truth be paid with hate, 

Hee flone-aflonied, like a Deare at gaze, 

Admir'd thefe fpeeches in a wondrous maze. 

At lafl he crau'd this fauour he might haue, 

that fhee her felfe would heare what he could fay, 

So Neptunes Towne [quoth fhee] fuch lycenfe gaue 
to fmooth-fac*d Synon \Ilions lofl decay] 

So Syrens fing vntill they haue their will, 

Some poore miftruftleffe PafTenger to kill. 

Shee 
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Shee would not heare him fpeake [oh cruell fhee] 
that caufeleffe thus would kill him with difdaine, 

Hee fweares he's guiltleffe, vowes innocencie, 
& in fuch vowes, tears down his cheeks did raine : 

Thofe cheeks which ftaine the blufliing of y® mome 

Gyneura now moll hatefully doth fcorae. 

Tis ftrange that Maides fhould ere be fo abufed, 
to credit each malicious-tongu^d flave, 

And to condemne a man [if once accufed] 
before or proofe, or tryall, hee may haue. 

Too many fuch there be ; wo's mee therefore, 

Such light credulitie, I muft deplore. 

When fighes, fait tears, & vowes could do no good, 
norfighes,norteares,norvowes could pierceherhart, 

In which, difdaine triumphant victor flood 
holding in eyther hand a fable dart, 

Wherewith he ftrikes true loue, & (lainlefTe truth. 

Condemning them vnto eternal ruth. 

Home goes Diego^ with a cheereleffe face, 
whofe fteps were led by leaden-footed griefe. 

Who neuer goes but with a dead-flowe pace, 
vntill hee finde fome eafe or fome reliefe ; 

Twould melt a marble hart to fee that man, 

[Earft, frefh as a new-blowne Rofe] fo aftiie wan. 

Where 
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(jO Where being come, he ftraight for four dales fpace, 

locks him in his chamber, and there did poure 
Huge fhewers of chriftall rayne adowne his face, 

[for fure he lou'd her deerely at this howre] 
All ouerwhelm'd in wanes of fea-falt teares. 
Some fatall fhipwrack of his life he feares. 

Wherewith he calls for paper, pen, and ynck, 
and for his Hawke, which prelently he kild, 

Die thou [quoth he] fo fhall my loue nere thinke, 
that for thy fake to any elfe I yield. 

And plucking off her head, ftraight way hee writes, 

Who [fending it as token] thus indites. 

Loe heere [thou cruell faire] that gracious fauour, 
the Enfigne [as thou faift] of my vntruth, 

Behold in what high-priz'd efteeme I haue her 
that gaue me it, the caufe of all my ruth : 

Looke as this Hawke, faire Loue, fo is my hart. 

Mangled and torne, caufe thou fo cruell art. 

I fweare to thee by all the rites of loue, 
by heauens faire head, by earth, & black-fac'd hel, 

I nere meant other loue but thine to proue, 
nor in my hart that any elfe Ihould dwell ; 

Let this suffize, my ioy, my deere, my chiefe, 

My griefes are too too long, though letter briefe. 

Twas 
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Twas time to ende, for floods guflit out amaine, 
out came the fpringtide of his brinifh teares, 

Which whatfoere he writ blot out againe 
all blubred fo to fend it fcarce hee dares : 

And yet hee did ; goe thou [quoth hee] vnto her, 

And for thy maifter, treate, follicite, woo her. 

And pray thee [if thy Fortune be fo good 
as to be viewd by funlhine of her eyes] 

Bid her take heede in fpilling guiltlefle blood, 
tell her there's danger in fuch cruelties : 

With this, hee gaue it to the meflenger, 

Who [making fpeed] in fliort time brought it her. 

Shee, when fhee heard from whom the Letter came, 
retumes it backe againe, and ftraight replied, 

My friend [quoth (he] hadft thou not told his name 
perhaps thy Letter, had not beene denied : 

Whereat fhee pauf *d ; but yet ile fee [quoth fhee] 

With what perwfading termes, he flatters me. 

Twas quickly read ; [God knowes it was but fhort] 
griefe would not let the wryter tedious be. 

Nor would it fuffer him fit words to fort, 
but pens it [chaos-like] confufedly. 

Yet had it paffion to haue tum'd hard flones 

To liquid moiflure, if they heard his moanes. 

But 
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(^ But cruell fliee, more hard then any flint, 

worie then a Tygrefle of Hyrcania, 
Would not be mou'd, nor could his lines take print 

in her hard hart, fo cruell was Gyneura. 
Shee which once lou'd him deerly, [too too well] 
Now hates him more then any tongue can tell. 

Oh Nature, chiefeft Mother of vs all, 
why did you giue fuch apt-beleeuing harts 

To women-kind that thus poore men inthrall, 
and will not dulie waie true loues defarts ? 

O had their harts been like vnto their face, 

They fure had been of fome celeftiall race. 

Shee pittiles, fends backe to Dom Diego^ 
and fayes, his words cannot inchant her hart, 

F/(^j-like, Ihee will not heare Calypfo^ 
nor lend her eares to fuch intifmg arte. 

Bid him [quoth fhe] fr5 henceforth ceafe to write. 

Tell him his Letters agrauate my fpight. 

Full heauie newes it was to flainelefle loue, 
to him that had enfhrin'd her in his thought. 

And in his hart had honored her aboue 

the world ; to wh5 all elfe faue her feem'd nought 

Nay, vnto him, whofe perfon, wit, and faire. 

Might furely with the beft make iufl: compare. 

But 
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But [blinded as fhee was] fhee fteemes him not, 
hate and difdaine doe neuer brooke refpeft, 

Shee did not knowe that beauties fouleft blot 
confifted in true-louing harts negleft. 

No, fhe [more ftubborne the the North-eaft wind] 

Would not admit fuch knowledge in her mind. 

Let thofe who guiltleflie haue felt difdaine, 
whofe faithfuU loue hath beene repaid with hate, 

Giue rightfull iudgement of Diegoes paine 
who bought his favours at the higheft rate. 

This newes fuch pleafure in his foule had bred. 

As hath the thiefe that heares his iudgement read. 

After fome time, hee writes again vnto her, 
hee could not thinke fhee would perfeuer fo, 

But when hee fawe her aunfwere like the other 
hee then furceafd to fend her any moe. 

But did refolue to feeke fome vncouth place. 

Where he might [vnfound out] bewaile his cafe. 

Thinking indeede ; fliee by his abfence might 
at length intenerate her flintfull hart, 

And metamorphize her conceauM fpight 
into true loue regardaunt of his fmart ; 

Hee feekes all meanes [poore Louer] how to gaine 

His rigorous Lady from fuch fell difdaine. 

At 
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^o At laft, hec calls to mind the Pyren Mountaines, 

thofe far-fam'd, woody hills of wealthy Spaine, 
Which for wild Beafts, & filuer vifag'd Fountaines, 

hath got the praife of all that there remaine : 
Hether poftes Dom Diego fraught with griefe, 
Hoping thofe woods would yield him fome reliefe. 

Where, being come, all Pilgrim-like attir'd, 
hee pryes about to fee if hee could finde, 

Some houfe-like Caue, for reft hee much defir'd, 
his body now was wearie, as his minde. 

O Gods [quoth hee] if youth finde fuch diftreffe, 

What hope haue I, of future happines. 

With that hee fees a Rocke made like a Cabin 
all tapiftred with Natures moffie greene, 

Wrought in a frizled guife, as it had been 

made for iVi:^^^^,,Mountaines chiefeft Queene, 

At mouth of which grew Cedars, Pines, & Firs, 

And at the top grew Maple, Yough, and Poplers. 

So, heere [quoth hee] ile reft my wearied bodie 
in thee [delightfuU place of Natures building] 

Will I ereft a griefe-fram'd Monafterie, 

where night &day my prayers ile neVe ceafe yielding, 

To thee my deere ; [no other Saint I haue] 

Oh lend thine eares, to him that his hart gaue. 

Two 
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Two dayes were fpent in this fo pleafant feate, 
[this ftone-built Pallace of the King content] 

Before Diego tailed any meate, 
or once did drinke, more then his eyes had lent. 

O irrefifted force of pureft Loue, 

Whom paines, thirft, hunger, can no whit remoue. 

Sometimes, when as he fcans her crueltie, 
& feeles his paines [like Hydreas\i't^S\ increafmg, 

Hee wifht the Scithian Anthropophagie 
didhauntthefewoodsthatliuebymans flefli eating; 

Or elfe the Thracian BoJJiy fo renound, 

For cruell murdring, whom in woods they found. 

That fo the Gordyon knot of his paine 

indifToluble e*e whiles he did lyue. 
Might be vntide when as his hart were flaine, 

when he [6 reftfuU time] (hold ceafe to grieue ; 
But yet the Sifters kept his vitall breath. 
They would not let him dye fo bafe a death. 

Some other times when as he waies her beautie, 
her Ventis-^yxiwag face fo wondrous faire, 

Hee then doth thinke to waile tis but his dutie 
fith caul'd by her that is without compaire, 

And in this moode vnto high loue hee prayes, 

And praying fo, hee thus vnto him fayes. 

Great 
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D ^ Great Gouemour of [wheele-refembling] Heauen, 

commaund thy vnder Princes to mayntaine, 
Thofe heauely parts which to my loue th'aue giuen, 

6 let her ne're feele death, or deaths fell paine. 
And firft vpon thy Sifter lay thy mace, 
Bid her maintayne my Loues maieftick grace. 

Inioyne the ftrange-bome mother-leffe Mynerua, 
and her to whom the fomie Sea was Mother, 

Still to vphold their giftes in my Gyneura : 
let wit and beautie lyue vnited with her ; 

With fweete mouth'd Pytho I may not fufpence, 

Great Goddefle, ftill increafe her eloquence. 

Thou muficall Apollo gau'ft her hand, 
and thou her feete [great Sun-Gods deereft loue] 

To fuch your rare-knowne gyfts all gracious ftand ; 
and now at laft this doe I craue great loue. 

That when they dye [perhaps they dye aboue] 

Thou wilt bequeath thefe gyfts vnto my Loue. 

On euery neighbour Tree, on euery stone 
[hee durft not far range from his fecure Caue] 

Would he cut out the caufe of all his moane, 
and curiouflie with greateft IkiU ingraue : 

There needed no Leontius, his Art, 

Griefe carueth deepeft, if it come from th'hart. 

When 
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When fome ftone would not impreflion take 
hee ftraight compares it to his Miftris hart, 

But ftay, [quoth he] my working teares (hall make 
thee penetrable with the leaft fkird art. 

Oh had my teares fuch force to pierce her mind, 

Thefe forrowes I fhould loofe, and new ioyes find. 

Thou euer-memorable ftone [quoth hee] 

tell thofe whom fate or fortune heere fhall lead, 

How deerely I haue lou'd the crueFft (hee 
that euer Nature on the world hath bred. 

Tell them her hate, and her difdaine was caufele(re. 

Oh, leaue not out to tell how I was guiltlefTe. 

Whereat, the very ftone would feeme to weepe, 

whofe wrinkled face wold be befmeard with tears 
O man what ere thou be, thy forrowes keepe 
xv^V^' vnto thy felfe, quoth hee ; ile heare no cares. 
^o\ v^ TelTthem -thea* that care not, tell Gyneura of thee. 

We ftones are ruthfuU, &thy plaines hauepierc'd mee. 

With this, hee feekes a ru(ret-coated Tree, 

& ftraight difclothes him of his long-worne weed 

And whileft hee thus difroabes him bufilie, 
hee felt his halfe-dead hart a frefh to bleed. 

Greening that hee (hould vfe fuch crueltie, 

To turne him naked to his foe, windes furie. 

But 
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^^^ But now vncafd, hee gins to came his cares, 

his paflions, his conftant-lyuing Loue, 
When [loe] there guflies out cleere fap like teares 
which to get forth from pryfon mainly ftroue ; 
Since pitty dwells [quoth hee] in trees and (lone. 
Them will I loue ; Gyneura, thou haft none. 

Yet needs I muft confeffe thou once didft loue mee, 
thy loue was hotter then Nimpkosum hill, 

But now whe time affords me, means to proue thee, 
thy loue then Caucafe is more cold and chill, 

And in thy cold, like Aethiopyan hue, 

Thou art not to be chang'd from falfe to true. 

looke [faire Loue] as in the fpringing Plant 
one branch intwines and growes within another, 

So growe my griefes ; which makes my hart to pant 
when thicke-fetcht fighes my vitall breath doth fmother, 

1 fpoild by cruelty am adiudg'd to death, 
Thus all alone to yield my lyuing breath. 

Thou haft the fayreft face that e're was feene, 
but in thy breaft [that Alablafter Rocke] 

Thou haft a fouler hart ; difdaine hath beene 
accounted blacker then the Chimnies ftocke. 

O purifie thy foule my deareft Loue, 

Diflodge thy hate, and thy difdaine remoue. 

But 
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But all in vaine I fpeake vnto the wind, 
then fhould they carry thefe my plaints vnto her, 

Me thinks thou ftill fliouldft beare a gentle mind, 
[deere-louing Zephire\ pray, intreate, & woo her ; 

Tell her twere pittie I fliould dye alone. 

Here in thefe woods wher non can heare me mone. 

But tis no matter, fhee is pittyleffe 
like the Scycilian ftone that more tis beate 

Doth waxe the harder ; ftones are not fo ruthleffe, 
whichfmalleft drops doe pierce though nerefogreat; 

If Seas of teares would weare into her hart, 

I had ere this beene eafed of my fmart. 

Thus in thefe fpeeches would Diego fit 

bathing his filuer cheekes with trickling teares, 

Which [often running downe] at laft found fit 
channells to fend them to their Handing meares. 

Who at his feete [before his feete there flood 

A poole of teares] receau'd the fmaller flood. 

Ne're had the world a truer louing hart, 
Abydos ceafe to fpeake of conflant loue. 

For fure [thou Sygnior Dom Dieg6\ art 
the onely man that e're hates force did proue ; 

Thy changelefTe loue hath clofe inroFd thy name, 

In fleele-leau'd booke of euer-lyuing fame. 

F. That 



71 



The loue of 

\0" That wide-mouth'd time w« fwallows good defarts 

fhall (hut his lawes, & ne're deuoure thy name, 
Thou (halt be crown'd with bayes by louing harts, 

and dwell in Temple of etemall Fame ; 
There, is a facred place referu'd for thee, 
There, thou (halt liue with perpetuitie. 

So long liu'd poore Diego in this cafe 

^ that at the length hee waxed fomwhat bold. 

To fearch the woods where hee might fafely chafe, 

[necelTitie, thy force cannot be told] 
The fearefuU Hare, the Connie, and the Kid, 
Time made him knowe the places where they bid. 

This young-year'd Hermit, one day mong the reft 
as hee was bufilie prouiding meate. 

Which was with Natures cunning almoft dreft, 
dri'd with the Sunne new readie to be eate, 

Inrag'd vpon a fuddaine throwes away 

His hard-got foode ; and thus began to fay. 

O cruell ftarres. Step-mothers of my good, 
& you, you ruthle(re Fates what meane you thus, 

So greedely to thirft for my harts blood, 
why ioy you fo in vnuniting vs "i 

Great powers infufe fome pitty in her hart 

That thus hath caufele(re caus'd in me this fmart. 

I 
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I ne're was wont to vfe fuch Cookerie, 

to drudge & toile whe pefants take their pleafure 
My noble birth fcornes bafe-bome flauerie, 

this eafeleffe lyfe hath neither end nor meafure ; 
Thou great Sojipolis looke vpon my ftate, 
Be of thefe nere-hard griefes compaffionate. 

I feele my long-thought life begin to melt 
as doth the fnowe gainft midday heate of Sunne, 

[Faire loue] thy rigour I haue too much felt, 
oh, at the laft with crueltie haue done, 

If teares thy ftonie hart could mollifie, 

My brinifh fprings (hould floe eternallie. 

Sweet loue, behold thofe pale cheekes waflit in woe 
that fo my teares may as a mirror be, 

Thine owne faire (haddowe liuely for to fhoe, 
and portraite forth thy Angel-huM beautie. 

Narciffus-lykt then (houldfl thou my face kifle, 

More honny fweete, then Venus gaue Adonis. 

Feare not Gyneura^ faire NarciJ/us hap ; 

thy necke, thy breaft, thy hand is Lilly-white, 
They all are Lillies tane from Fhraes lap ; 

ne're be thou changed vnlefle to loue from fpite. 
Oh that thou wer't but then transformed fo. 
My Sommers bliffe, would change my winters woe. 

F2 If 
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\(n ^ jf i^Qy did'ft knowe in what a loathfome place, 

I fpend my dayes fad and difconfolate, 
What foggie Stigian mifls hang o're my face, 

thou would'ft exile this thy conceau^d hate ; 
This Hemifphere is darke, for ScI him fhroudes. 
My fighes doe fo conglomerate the cloudes. 

I tolde thee, I, [thou cruell too feuere] 
when hate firft gan to rife how I was guiltleffe, 

Thine eares were deaffe, y^ would'ft not harken ere 
thy hart was hardned, rockie, pittileffe. 

Oh had mine eyes be blind whe firft they view'd thee. 

Would God I had been tongleffe whe I few'd thee. 

But thou waft then as readie to receaue 
as I to craue ; 6 great inconftancie, 

O twas that fatall houre did fo bereaue 
my blisfuU foule of all tranquillitie : 

Thou then didft burne in loue, now froz'd in hate, 

Yet pittie mee, fweete mercy ne're comes late. 

Looke as the crazen tops of armeleffe Trees 
or lateft down-fall of fome aged building, 

Doe tell thee of the North-windes boiftrous furies, 
and how that Eolus lately hath beene ftirring ; 

So in my thin-cheekt face thou well maift fee, 

The furious ftorme of thy blacke crueltie. 

But 
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But thou inexorable art, neVe to be wone, 
though Lyons, Bears, & Tigers haue been tam'd, 

Thy wood-borne rigour neuer will be done, 
which thinks for this thou euer fhalt be fam'd ; 

True, fo thou flialt, but fam'd in infamie. 

Is worfe then lyuing in obfcuritie. 

If thou didft knowe howe greeuous tis to me 

to lyue in this vnhabited aboade. 
Where none [but forrowe] keepes me companie, 

I know thou wouldft thy harts hate then vnload ; 
Oh, I did ne're deferue this miferie. 
For to denie the truth were herefie. 

I tell thee [Loue] when fecret-tongued night 
puts on her miflie fable-coloured vayle. 

My wrangling woes, within them felues do fight, 
they murder hope, which makes their Captainewayle, 

And wailing fo, can neuer take his reil. 

That keepes fuch vnrul'd Souldiers in his breft. 

So when the cleere nights-faults-difclofing day 
peepes forth her purple head, from out the Eaft, 

Thefe woes [my Souldiers] crie out for their pay, 
[and if deni'd] they ftab mee, with vnreft ; 

My teares are pay, but all my teares are dri'de 

Therefore I muft their fatall blowes abide. 

In 
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In thefe laments did Dom Diego Hue 
long time ; till at the laft by pourefuU fate, 

A wandring Huntfman ignorance did driue 
vnto the place whence hee retum'd but late ; 

Who viewing well the print of humaine fteps 

Dire£Uy followed them, and for ioy leaps. 

At laft hee came vnto Diegoes Caue 
in which he fawe a fauadge man [hee thought] 

Who much did looke like the Danubyan flaue, 
fuch deep-worn furrows in his face were wrought ; 

Diego much abafliM at this light, 

Came running forth, him in his arms to plight. 

For glad hee was [God knowes] to fee a man, 
who [wretch] in two yeres fpace did ne're fee any 

Such gladnes, ioy, fuch mirth, fuch triumph can 
not be fet downe, fuppofe them to be many. 

But fee, long had they not confer*d together. 

When [happie time] each one did know the other. 

With that Diego fhewes him all his loue, 
his pennance, her firft loue, & now her hate. 

But hee requefted him hence to remoue, 
and at his houfe the reft he (hould dilate. 

Which hee deni'd, onely hee now doth write 

By this his friend, vnto his harts delight. 

Deere 
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Deere Loue [quoth he] when (hall I home retume, 
whe will the coales of hate be quencht with loue, 

Which now in raging flames my hart do bume, 
oh, when wilt thou this thy difdaine remoue ; 

Afke of this bearer, be inquifitiue, 

And hee will tell thee in what cafe I Hue. 

Inquire of her, whofe Hawke hath caui*d this woe, 
if for that fauour ever I did loue her, 

And fhee will curfe mee that did vfe her fo, 
and fhee will tell thee how I lou'd another ; 

Twas thee GyneurUy twas thy faireft felfe, 

I hel'd thee as a Pearle, her droflie pelfe. 

Then, when thou haft found out the naked truth, 
thinke of thy Diego, and his hard hap. 

Let it procure of thee fome mouing ruth, 
that thus haft caufelefle caft him from thy lap : 

Fare-well my deere, I hope this ftiall fuffize. 

To ad a period to thy cruelties. 

The Meflenger to fpuiire forth her defires, 
and haften her vnto his well-lou'd friend. 

Tells her, how hee lyes languifhing in fires 
of burning griefes, which neuer will haue end : 

Bids her to flye to him with wings of zeale, 

And thus Diegoes paines hee doth reueale. 

Oh 
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\^4' Oh Adamantick-minded Mayde [quoth hee] 

why linger you in this ambiguous thought, 
Open thine eyes, no longer blinded bee, 

thofewoundinglookes, thy Louer,deerehath bought. 
Vnbolt thy harts ftrong gate of hardeft fteele, 
O let him nowe the warmth of pittie feele. 

Oh let him now the warmth of pittie feele, 
that long hath knock t cold-ftaruen at thy dore; 

Wanting loues foode hee here & there doth reele 
lyke to a ftorme-toft Ship that's far from fhore. 

Feede him with loue that long hath fed on cares. 

Be Anchor to his foule that fwims in teares. 

Gyneura^ let him harbour in thy hart 
rig and amend his trouble-beaten face, 

O calme thy hate, whofe winds haue rail'd his fmart. 
fee him not perrifh in this wofuU cafe. 

And for in Sea-falt teares hee long hath liu'd, 

Let him by thy frefli water be relieu'd. 

Oh, (hall I tell thee how I found him there, 
his houfe wherein hee liu'd [if lyue hee did, 

Or rather fpend his time in dying feare] 
was built within the ground, all darkfom hid. 

From Pheebus light, fo vgly, hell-lyke Caue, 

In all the world againe you cannot haue. 

All 
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All made of rug'd hard-fauour*d ftones, 

whofe churlifli lookes aflford the eye no pleafure, 

In whofe concauity winds breath'd horce grones, 
to which fad muficke Sorrow daunc'd a meafure. 

O'regrowne it was with mighty (hadefuU Trees, 

Where poore Diego Sun nor Moone nere fees, 

To this black place repaired euery morne, 
The fayre Oreades pitty-moued gerles, 

Bringing the poore Diego fo forlorne, 

MofTe to dry vp his teares, thofe liquid pearles : 

Full loath they were to loofe fuch chriftall fprings, 

Therefore this Spunge-like MofTe each of the brings. 

Here dry [fay they] thou loue-forfaken man, 
thofe glafly Conduits, which do neuer ceafe 

On this foft-feeling weede ; and if you can, 
we all intreate, your griefes you would appeafe, 

Elfe wilt thou make vs pine in griefe-fuU woe, 

That nere knewe care, or loue, or friend, or foe. 

Straight [like a (hooting Commet in the ayre] 
away depart thefe forrow-peirced maydes, 

Leauing Diego in a deepe difpaire, 
who now, his fortune, now his fate vp-braides ; 

O heauens [quoth he] how happy are thefe trees, 

That know not loue, nor feele his miferies. 

Melts 
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\3^ Melts not thy hart [Gj^neura] at his cares ? 

are not thy bright tranfparent eyes yet blinde 
With monftrous diluge of o'reflowing teares ? 

remaines there yet difdaines within thy mind ? 
Difgorge thy hate, O hate him not that loues thee, 
Maids are more milde the men, yet pitty moues me. 

Breake, breake in peeces that delicious cheft, 
whiter then fnow on Hyperboreall hyll, 

Chafe out difdaine, depriue him of his reft, 
murder and mangle him that rules thy will. 

Be it nere fayd that faire Gyneuraes beauty, 

Was ouer peiz'd by caufelefTe cruelty. 

Cruell to him that merrits curtefie, 
loathed of thee that doth deferue all loue, 

Bafely reiefted, fcorn'd moft churliftily, 
that honors thee aboue the Saints aboue. 

True loue is priceleffe, rare, and therefore deere. 

We feaft not royall Kings with homely cheere. 

Too long it were to tell thee all his merrits, 
for in delay confifts his long-lookt death, 

Poft-haft of thine muft now reuiue his fpirits, 
or (hortly he will gafpe his lateft breath ; 

Speake faire Gyneura, fpeake as I defire. 

Or let thy vaine-breath'd fpeeches back retyre. 

Looke 
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Looke, as a man late taken from a trance, 
ftandes gazing heere and there in fenceleffe wife, 

Not able of himfelfe his head t'aduance, 
but ftandeth like a ftone in death-like guife. 

So lookt Gyneura, hanging downe her head, 

Shaming that folly her fo much had led 

Repentant forrow would not let her fpeake, 
the burning flames of griefe did dry her teares, 

Yet at the laft, words out of prifon breake, 
that long'd to vtter her harts inward cares : 

And ftealingly there glides with heauy pace 

A Riuolet of Pearle along her face. 

O ceafe [quoth fhe] to wound me any more, 

with oft repeating of my cruelties. 
Thou of thy teares [kind man] hath fhed great ftore, 

when I [vnkinder mayde] fcarce wet mine tyts. 
O let me. now bewaile him once for all, 
Twas none but I that caufd his caufeleHe thrall. 

Eternal loue, rayne fhowers of vengeance on me, 
plague me for this blacke deed of wrongful hate, 

Be blind mine ty^% they fhall not looke vpon thee 
Diego, till thou be compaffionate : 

And when thou dooft forgiue what I haue done. 

Then (hall they (hine like fliorteft-fliaded funne. 

O 
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\6^ O flacke thy fwift-pac'd gallop winged Tyme, 

turne backe, and regifter this my difdaine ; 
Bid Poets fing my hate in ruthfuU ryme, 

and pen fad Iliads of Diegoes paine : 
Let them be writ in plain-feene lines of glaffe, 
To (hew how louiog he, I, cruell was. 

Hereat (he paufd, tell me fweet fir quoth (hee, 
how I might fee my deere-embofom'd friend, 

That now [if what is part may pardned be] 
vnto his griefes I may impofe an end ; 

Where-with they both agreed, that the next day, 

They would enioumey them without more (lay. 

Long were they not, Defire ftill goes on Ice, 
and nere can (lay till that he hath his wi(h, 

Mens willing mindes each thing doth foone intice, 
to had to y* which they would faine accompIi(h. 

But that they came [as hauing a good guide] 

Vnto the place where they Diego fpide. 

Sacred PympUeides endip thy quill 
within the holy waters of your fpring, 

Infuze into my braine fome of your (kill, 
that ioyfuUy of thefe I now may fmg : 

Thefe Louers now twixt whom late dwelt annoy, 

Swymming in feas of ouer-whelming ioy. 

But 
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But, pardon mee you Dames of Helycon, 
for thus inuoking your diuineft ayde, 

Which was by me [vnworthy] call'd vpon, 
at your rare knowledge I am much difmaide; 

My barren-witted braines are all too bafe, 

To be your facred learnings refting place. 

Thus, of themfelues, in pleafures extafie, 
thefe Louers now embrace them in theyr armes, 

Speechleffe they are, eye counterfixt on eye, 
like two that are coniur'd by magique charmes, 

So clofe their armes were twin'd, fo neer they came 

As if both man and woman were one frame. 

In th'end, [as doth a Current lately ftayd, 
rufti mainly forth his long-imprifoned flood] 

So brake out words; and thus Dyego fayd, 
what my Gyneura ? O my harts chiefe good, 

III poflible that thou thy felfe fhould'ft daigne 

In feeing me to take fo wondrous paine. 

Oh, fpeake not of my paine [my deereft loue] 
all paine is pleafure that I take for thee. 

Thou that fo loyall and fo true doofl proue, 
might fcome mee now, fo credulous to be: 

Then fweet Diego, let vs now retume, 

And banifh all things that might make vs mourne. 

Twere 
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\ AZ Twere infinite to tell of their great gladnes, 

theyr amorous greetings, & their foules delight, 
Dieg^o now had exil'd griefe and fadnes, 

rauifht with ioy whilft he enioyed her fight. 
Let it fuffice, they homeward now retire, 
Which fuddaine chance both men & maids admire. 

Gyneura now delights but in his prefence, 
(hee cannot once endure him from her fight, 

His loue-ful face is now her foules fole effence, 
and on his face fliee dotes both day and night 

She nere did once difdaine him halfe fo much. 

As now flie honors him, loues force is fuch. 

Diego now wrapt in a world of pleafure, 

imparadiz'd in hauing his defire, 
Floting in Seas of ioy aboue all meafure, 

fought means to mittigate loues burning fire, 
Who walking with his loue alone one day, 
Difcharg'd his minde, and thus began to fay. 

O faire Gyneura, how long wiPt be 
ere fafron-robed Hymen doe vnite vs } 

My foule doth long that happy howre to fee. 
O let the angry Fates no longer fpight vs, 

Lingring delays will teare my greeued hart, 

Let me no longer feele fo painefuU fmart. 

Gyneura 
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GyneurUy which defir'd it as her life, 
tells him that paine fhallfhortly haue a cure, 

Shortly quoth fhee, He be thy married wife, 
ty'de in thofe chaynes which euer wil endure. 

Be patient then, and thou fhalt plainly fee 

In working it, how fonvard I will be. 

And fo (he was ; no time^did (he mifpend, 
wherein (he gets not things in readines, 

That might to Hymetts rites full fitley tend, 
or once conduce to fuch theyr happines : 

All things prepared, thefe Louers now are chayned, 

In marriage bands, in which they long remained. 

Thefe whilft they liu'd, did Hue in all content, 

contending who (hould loue each other moft. 
To W« pure loue, proude Fame her eares down lent, 

and through the world, of it doth highly boaft. 
O happy he to whom loue comes at laft. 
That will reftore what hate before did waft. 
( Then [deereft loue] Gyneuryze at the laft, | 
( And I (hall foone forget what ere is paft. j 

AND now farewel, when I (hal fare but ill, 
flouri(h & ioy, whe I (hall droope and langui(h. 

All plentious good awaite vpon thy will, 

whe extreame want (hal bring my foule deaths angui(b. 

Forced 
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Forced by thee [thou mercy-wanting mayd] 

mull I abandon this my natiue foyle, 
Hoping my forrowes heate will be allayd 

by abfence, tyme, neceffity or toyle. 
So nowe adiew ; the winds call my depart, 

Thy beauties excellence, my rudeft quill 
Shall neuer-more vnto the world impart, 

fo that it know thy hate, I have my will ; 
And when thou hear'ft that I for thee fhall perrifh. 
Be forrowfuL And henceforth true loue cherrifti. 

FINIS. 

Poco fenno bajla a chi For tuna fuona. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



I^agc 3, Epistle-dedicatory: **the Ladie Anne GUmnham, wife to Sir 

Henry Glemnham^^ &c. Sir Henry Glemham of Glemham, 
in the county of Suffolk, Knight, married Lady Anne Sack- 
▼ille, eldest daughter of Thomas, first Earl of Dorset They 
had a daughter, Anne Glemham, who married, first. Sir 
Paul Bayning, first Viscount Bayning; and secondly. Sir 
Dudley Carlton, Viscount Dorchester, Secretary of State, &c. 
She (Viscountess Dorchester) was buried at Gosfield, in the 
county of Essex, 31st January, 163S-9. Our Lady Anne 
Glemnham was the mother, not the daughter. It does not 
appear when either Sir Henry or Lady Anne died. There 
is ho known (printed) pedigree of the Glemhams or Glemn- 
hams. It may be noted that John Davies of Hereford 
celebrates Lady Glemham in his Musis Sacrifice^ (1612). 
See our edition of Davies in CHiertsey Worthies' Library 
(Musis Sacrifice^ p. 85). 
„ 6, ^^ Henry OlneyT See title-page. He was a publisher of the period. 
» 9» L 9, "/r<»«/"= fore-head, or it might be "bosom"; 1. 10, **table*'= 
tablet; L 12^ ** Alablafter^ i this was the contemporary spelling 
even as a proper name, e,g^, Dr. Alabaster is more frequently 
printed " Alablaster." 
„ II, 1. 5, **flamigerous^*=^^SiXs^ng, burning; L 8, '*/«? too^ — to be noted; 
L iq, *'^;f/f/"=giddy young girl; L 12, "hote-fpur^^ — ^notice- 
able term. 

13, 1. 4, '*^r^««/ry**=arrogance. 

14, 1. 5, ".S>»f>winlftr**= seed-plots. 
16, L 14, *'^/^"=advantage, good. 

'7* L 5> ***Sy'*^^*'=sinew? or, as onward, the classical "Synon"? 
18, L 9, **Methry </tf/^"=mithridate, antidote, so named after Mithridates, 

King of Pontus, its mythical inventor. 
19-20. Being continuous, these two sonnets are marked as one, xiii. 
23, 1. 8, "«wy"=weigh; 1. 13, *Uoo ioo^^' again to be noted. 
27, 1. 2, " Etnperie*^=emi>ire — noticeable word. 
30,1.8, "/>iy"— qy. "my"? 
32,1, II, "-Si^"— qy. "Go"? 

33, 1. 2, "i;0#/AVif "==triumphing; "/ray"=prey. 

34. Sonnet xxvii. In a (poor) copy of Z>m/Az, &c., in the British Museum, 
under this Sonnet in MS. are the following lines : — 
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" For Fiends can Beauty imitate 
And yet are Fiends, becaufe they hate : 
But would you Love to Beauty join, 
Cleora, you were all Divine." 
Page 35, 1. 3, "i^"=hindered. 
99 3^> L 3, "»M»fw"=meres. 
„ 38, L 9, "^/iw"=blaa>n. 
„ 39. Sonnet xzxiL This is the only sonnet in Didla that catches up in its 

first line the last of the preceding. 
„ 43, L 14, '*^/a£^"=:blazoned 
„ 48, 1. 6 (ftom bottom), '* Cf<//<Mr *'=cutlass. 
„ 49, L 6 (firom bottom), "/^*'s:hindrance. 
„ 50, 1. 1, "^<vrK/ffl»/**= glittering and flashing; L 6, "re/2w//**--both 

words to be noted. 
„ 51, L 7, **w^^«w"=s whereto or whereat 
it 54» !• 3, "f?/&/ii4?"« re-salute. 
„ 58, L 10, «'i»/M»*=diminutiTe of "Mistris"; L 8 (firom bottom) *' Mart'' 

=war or warfare. 
,» 59i L 7» **/>w"=Frow? 

„ 60, 1. 3, ">K/"=foolish; L 18, 'M^«trA/"=wondered at 
„ 62, last line, "/<t7i7 A^"— again note; also p. 63, 1. 5. 
„ 65, L I, "yfeiwwi "= esteems; L 17, " «/«r<wM " = unknown; 1. 20^ 

^* intenertUe^ —TDsHiLt, tender, soften; L 22, ^^ regardaunt'*'^ 

regardful. 
„ 72, L 12, "^«/"=bide. 
„ 74, L 19, "fra«w"= crazy or crazed. 
„ 75, L I, ** inexorable'' — ^noticeable early use. 
„ 77, L 18, '* period" ^ttLiSi, 
„ 78, 1. I, "^^ma»/!rt>(*'=sadamantine— curious form of the word; IL 6, 7 

catch up and repeat each other. 
„ 82, L 12, "enioumey" — ^noticeable word. 
„ 84, L 14, *'imparadis^d"-Hdid. 

A. B. G. 
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X. RICHARD LINCHE. 

Sonnet x. An imitation of the 47th sonnet in Watson's ''Tears of Fancy," 

which itself was taken out of Gascoigne— as pointed out in 
my Introduction to the Works of Nicholas Breton (2 vols. 
4to, Chertsey Worthies' Library). 
,, xvi. 1. 12. **And yet a Tygreffe hart dwells in this mold." Was he 
thinking of the celebrated "O Tiger's heart wrapt in a 
woman's hide"? 11. 13-14, Cf. Gascoigne (edn. Hazlitt X, 399): 
'' Starke flaring blinde becaufe I fee too much, 
Yet gazing ftill becaufe I fee none fuch." 
also two other couplets quoted from Gascoigne and Watson in 
Breton Introduction tit supra, 
,, xix. 1. 3, *his f<w///i^« '^ evidently a misprint for 'cantion' (/.^., song, 
canzon. 
xxiv. L 2, *windoiets*= little >vindows? 
XXV. 1. I. From Southwell's "The lopped tree, etc." (See my edition 

in Fuller Worthies' Library, as before), 
xxviii. See Watson's ^KarofixaBta, Son. 85, and the Latin verses there 
quoted by his annotator. This was a very favourite theme 
with sonnet-writers. 
Page 12, 1. 7, * difclored'* — discoloured. 

16, L 6, for * Uaf4es^ read ^ leave,'' a verb = to produce leaves. 

22, 1. 9, * umbrage ' — in literal sense = shadow. 

24, 1. 2, *A?^'— old form of * kohi,^ 

26, I. 3, * caution ' — suits neither sense nor rhyme. 

47* St. 3, 1. I, */(W^/«^'= lovable. 

48, 1. 6 (from bottom) * cutlax '— the form intermediate between cutlas 

and mrtleaxe (Shakespeare). 
56, 1. 8, for * through ' read though,"* 

58, St. 2, 1. 4, ' Mrs,^ — an early use of this shortened form, which again 
became current at the Restoration. 

59, St. 7, '/rtf '= Frow, woman or matron. 

67, St. I, 1. 5, *irre/ifted*= not resistable or not-resisted, practically our 
' irresistible * ; st. 3, L 2, V^ * for * age * is a singular spelling. 

68, St. 2, 1. 5, ^fuf pence * = dispense — a curious word ; st. 4, 1. 5, 
^Leontius: See Pliny, N. H., 34, 8. 

71, St. 2, 1. 2, ' ^^(0/^ '— one might query misprint for 'heate'Tbut it is 
rash to put any limit to the marvels that were current in the 
days of Euphuism. 

72, St. 4, 1. 4, ' imuniting'*^^ dis-uniting — to be noted. 
79, 1. I — imperfect. 

82, St. 4, 1. I, for ^ thy^ certainly read 'my ' ; ^ Pymplaides ' is a plural, 
as the next two lines show. 

83, St. 2, 1. 3, * counterjixt,^ There are similiar compounds with * counter 
in Carew's "Tasso" in this Series. 
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